W O R K S 


•• » V ^ * “ t ;,% 3V*A^ 

''.^''^■'fi*-'. .v'W 


BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 

J)'^ 

iN FUrilTlEN VOLUMES: 

/ 

WITH AJI ’ 

, INTIICIDUCTIO'N ANB EXFLAXATOHY NOTES, , , 

f 

TIFA’RY \VEBER, Esq. , 


’^•(>Lr:^iE riiE Eir.nTii, 

tVtNTAJSlSH 

THE DOUHLE .MARRIAGE, 

A WIFE l-OR A MONTH. 
THE KNHiHT OF .MALTA. 
LOVE'S CURE. 


EDINBURGH : 

Priutid hi Sum €& mui Comimnii ^ 

nu; r * a-nh jv i'trr>j»T> bees, .i.n» co*; 

\\ Till I , S' tin *.y. ; milieu ; -i. mvruay ; e. tu i vans ; 

i;, m'suH-i.v ; ; u^Mim : 

AN I* um 

iuu,L«i:. n“N*i; aSih low; »iu hiiru.\u ; rBi.xituiiciu, 





DOUBLE carriage. 


Tuii^ Tragedy,, wbicb was irsl; prlnled in ilia fmt is ai- 
trillUted, ill Ciardim'rV coiunn-iKlatoi-y verses, to FWtcIief alone, 
riin\ ivtiJUBiDv is?, Bn doiibf, a very weak one; Inil it is strongly 
f.uepvoled i,»y internal evulenct*, the play exhibiliiig a nniform te- 
' tiiU'Ul ver'''iiiralioo* \vi!iK*«t any admixture (if prose, or 

'‘.eniM* fnelHG ulurli u-iy I ref|yentK' occur in tliose drairiias where 
is hnovui have. assiHied, IWfitles, tlm cifcumstauce 
mI li;r preai Inigediuii, hiurbage, who dieci in HiiS-y, not per* 
Ifanuag a.iiy f‘haracter in it ^crms t 4 > coirohorale the siippciMifon 
fJiitl Flefxhcr wa-* the sole author* In the reigii of Charles IL 
this liagedy was r« CviHi, ^ ^'aav prolo^aue was spoken on the 
ommcmi printeil in C.oveni-^nrrdeu Drollery, p, 14. Since that 
time it seeiiw inner to have been performed on nny stagen 
^ Tr;o(Oili liiis ilraiiia cannot W ranked w ith FJdlaster, The Maid^s 
"drayedy, or lh»i;tluca, it is so fcpiete with Inaucies, both as to 
» oi intcD’sl, ;oul as to poetical diction, that the en- 
ure of ii, Ui the present age, cannot be altribiiled to 

nm cause but the de^ierwracj of dramatic Uste. That the plot 
lii*» its liiui^ iiiiisl he granted ; bat they are completely cotmter- 
bititiiCed by ihi* general initwesi of the story, and the exqiiisite art 
With, whiidi the pcati Iuls seked ufKin the mwit striking incidents, 
rmd clothed ib^iw iii langiuige appropriate to the diversity omsitua-* 
He iitticKhidory scene is awry iwbk one, aiBi only infe- 
rior tri a riiiiilar one in a more modem tragedy, which iscvkkmiiy 
borrowed from nlliidi* laOtway^s Verike Preserved* Again, 
the enlire uxurd aci, where the seeiie Is placed m% hoard of a pini- 
E'cmI ;,t nem is riiruiiglioat eniincmily disliiigtns!n*d for spirit 
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iiHcl force. Fletcher, as has been i^oticcvl nt the lulrcdsica >iu - 
pcfculiarly at iKimc in ?'ea-$teneh. ; and the rlviiin-aUiMi nf a taiw,: 

sams \n have been one ol InU la^oiuatt “UbjfH'e . 1 e“ 
eonvi/rKition of ’I'irolet and Ascanio, :n the f^jor act, ala ir 
the lurniei learhes the falter a due coiile:n|it deatla *’hs , m . 

yield in oxelleriCe to mmiy Aiuilar ni Mai"*!:..;? r. a 

poet ttfio had a markeil and hcuifnimhie prr,.dhc»aei :■ : 
diitiitu tiiabigi'es im parallel >syhh‘nj> cd' irniralst;. . A!': t*!^* . ’O'!^ 

between Vindel and Juliana an- in ¥'U icheM- hf-t nwuu e , h? r , 
ie|>lete\Mth the lineal louche^o^ lla* patlictic ; ann tA in !• u 
catastrophe of Virolei, by the errin;:! hand fd Juiiana, « \tpsr-ilidy 
aliectiiij^. The distresis is wruiod up the hni»hO,, ana tli.i'e|d!i‘ 
mmi) vioold prefer the prehervation of these UV(.> chaiarten. ; i.'Ut 
the nature of the plot put tins entirel^^ out of the pca\er e»! a ju- 
ciiciouH poet. — With respect to the characters, l!u-y are ueaerally 
drawn with considerable force, and that cl' Juiaina, in pas ticahuy 
exhibits a model of female excellence. Afailau eni the otufo* 
liand, eery repulsive character ; an nn:a 2 oix uhos? f.*e- 
roisni we are called upon to admire, hut wh’oo- uiii'UUU'.ed *in>t # 
and sa\ap reveo"e ellacc ever v hapro’-sion m utT non, iur. Aai" i-j v 

mwc'li ifi fmivmmmt m ikn iwii? httugiiUir*'. }n Ajudio'.-, * 
\%hu cxdle mdllKr sorrow kir their inJiirH's pen o, 

tbdf iaUx— Virok't bears conArIr ruble leH'indhiijer. u IL.iji* 
kfl in more than one poiiii : both with widtuion ;ji j ; pf.|« '•* 

fent lirrnmws of mind inuiutakc a un<l imide f u'po ", 
one to revenjie the death ot hispiilany tl'C olm r l a n.t i mC, » * ne. 
rmuntry* Facu the cireuinstance of tlteir both ptunp. tti m a a? f.u' 
iiudipaiioii oi the usurpers, l^■iy^ out tins \ety .Ajihb^:, h“ 
blaiiee. I'he old Duke of Sf*s:^e k a him pmiiaiiC idMi lirm u.'jd 
iimlaanU’d miiid, ever alive in the obji rt he o p!:r lUia^i and o« 
iBtiining tinsimkm by age and unsforume. Ii-naim, ih,higU ime* 
rior to die Kir.|* in The .Maufs 'I’ragetl}, is diimeaksf wub .tear 
force rikI precision } and the ocxwMonal 4|uaUus ut Im corrscieia'c x 
(particularly those occasioned by the gross Ikllery of his I'iwiioc 
sites) are iinrotlueed with great art, and produce a wry 
effect. There is, however, one inudverieiKy c#f the poelk winch x: T' 
peculiarly I rksoiiie, as it might have been averided veiy eu,Miy. 

The very strong afcction of the ly rant for Ids ricphew, Asi-aiiiu, 
is iKnxr accouiitcd for tbroiiglioal tlie play,— 1' lit u'e i# a HiuduT 
admixture of eomie matter in this |ilay*duiii in imnt trngvdu's 
of uw authors I aad those which occuriire very JndndiniAy 
trcuiuceci to heighten our for the. usual id4;ii'cl4of 

tton, when these are iiol eimobktl by virtiiinis principles. He 
ilkkguc beiwcen Castraccio, envying the gl«rk'.% of royal?), ;ii ii 
the court fool, Villb,,d«pismg Ihtin,^ in the tldrrl ati/ib well a- 
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JU' inock-moi,iirchy of the former, (which is altogether borrower 

iT’oi'f. r. very greatly contribute *■' 

to n*c ; . Iji ot the whoic poem, which b to assert the * 

n ;.it ut ail people, to mist the encroachments upon 

tocii- hiicrty, by n tyrant why admits of no other iaw of .Govern- * 

iw/ut tfitiii liib iiwii \Uti aincl |il€ti.siire„* ^ 

1 : 

■ If ’.yas .'in jisti'iiijit Mijiiewhat liohi to rxfnhit on the staac, a tra'fCliv • 
laWamm: Mit.i pj-iuvip.es ill the day- .if King Jauu-, when tiic right of# 

ca /tomthrtiuJnr pa-ach- . 
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DRAMATIS PERSUXJ-:. 


** Fcrr.'uul, I fie Ubldiiwioi ti/rant of 'S'tip/xs. 

4 \ iroicf, u n0bii‘ gciificNiait. xiutbuiLs of lux con h'/ di'm 
, fru'dow. 

* !>ri.ssonct. ffico hmiesf gcnllcun n, cantuia'afcc K 
i, Caniiiio, ^ _ ' I’inkt 

\ Ronverc, u villain, capfain of /he y/w,-,/. 
iilio, a court JbttL 
'ristruccio, a onirt paraxite. 
i J^undulpiio, a uoltic. gvmlantin, fa/hi )' to Jlruli'f. 
Duke ot Sesse, cncinp fit Pcfitimi, pfowi'ilH'J, uHii 

i turned piraie. 

Ascanio, nephea^ to Fcrrand. 

%Lucio, a bop, servant to I'irokt. 

IMaster. 

Gunner. 

Boatswain. 

Chirurgeon. 

Sailors. , 

Doctor. 

Citizens. 

Guards, Soldiers, and Servauts. 

i .luliana, the matchless xcife of Virolet. 

Martin, daughter of the Duke of Sesse, sextwd wife 
to Virolet. 

CourVkdks. ' 

^CiJiVli.—NapIes, and a Ship at Sea. 

The principal actors were, 

^ Joseph Taylor, John i owin, 

Robert Benfield, Rich. Robinson. 

John Underwood, Nich. Toolie, ' 

George Birch, Rich. Sharp. 

Fol, 1675. 
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DOUBLE MARRIAGE. 


-ACT I. SCENE I. 


Naples. A Room in the Home Virolct, 


Enter Vjrolet am! Lucio. 

Fir. Boy! 

Lueio. Sir ? 

/'ir. If my wife seek me, tell her that 
Designs of weight, too heavy for her knowledge. 
Exact my privacy. , 

Ludfh I .shall, sir. ■ 

Fir. Do then ; 

And leave me to myself. 

Ludo. Tis a raw morning, 

Ami, would you please to interpret that for duty 
Wiiich you may construe boitlaess, I could tvish 
(To arm yourself against it) you would use 
.More of my service. 

I 'ir. I have heat within here, 



DOUBLE MARRIAGE 


Tills Tragedy, which was first printed iii the first folio, is at- 
IfibllttRl, Ctvirdiwr^ coimni^iuBitor}’ vcibes, U) FkAchef iilohc. 
This is, nu lioubt, a %*rrj w^ak one; bui it is strongly 

MiEpoTlui ly irAcroal cvid^sc*'’^ thv play exliibiiitig a iinitdrni tc- 
ihw ol' ve I ‘vilify Don, \vilhi»nt any adroixtyre of prose, or 

T«..r ihciA’, %iiy SmpMnitly omir to tiuise drunvts where 

l#cii!»iiofi{ ioiywo to have ;o.sistrd. Besides^ die circuriistance 
of tlii' iragediHB, liiiihaiw, who died in not per- 

liiiirtiin! any rhuracfrr in it Hfaiis in coimhonite the sii|ipPhUi<i« 
f htri i'lrlehco" vvas fjie ■ sfd 1« the nngri cif Cfiarlts II* 

this tiiigrily was and u new proliiL’ue was spolicii on the 

ocradon# prinle*! in Covent-lnuden Drollery, p* 14* Since that 
ttiTic it seems nwr to liave been perforriif*'! m any stage, 

» HiOiigh this diaiiia cannot l« ranked wiih Pliilasler, The M&kfs 
“'I'ragiaiy, m Bondiica, it k so replete with beauties, hotb as to 
hAiiaiion** oi ihtvre'G and as to poetical dict'am, that tfie eri" 
tire Ui^hi'l of it, in Ihe preseni age, cannot be aliribiited to 
any emm iinl the deseneraey of dramatic tisle. That the plot 
hm lU luu'A he granlrd ; but llicy are complexly counter- 
lialwicwl by liie general inlcresl of the story, and llie exquisite art 
with which llte poet liits seized u|i«m the ini»t striking incidents^ 
fmd cioihfd ihtm in htitguagc appropritietothediwrsiiy ofostbia-* 
lion* The tniioduclory scene 'b a tcry noble one, and orify infe- 
rior to a Mfiiiliir one m a more niodeni tragedy, wliicli iscwkleutly 
iMirrowrd ffoiii d— I allude to t)Uvay*s ¥enke Pieserv'ed. Again^ 
the eiilifr mximd act* wliere llic scene is plg»d on board of a pini- 
Er/il ve-el h ilimighoul e$iiineiit!y dlsl^^ for spirit 


aiici force* Fletchfr, as bas bcHin noticed m fkr iuln.-diicu u . 
pfciiliarly at Imrne In an4 tin* fieiiiivatu it t*f a 

SiTEi^ Itf hu^c oir ot Kif kmmiiiv li,'* 

Clinvi'rhiilion of Virolcf ami A^cauit^^ vn iln^ acr, aLur 
tlir iHitlns the ialler a doc cimUniyt «f a'iaJit, . . * * i 

'ikhi III v\€Anlm€i* 0« many dialr.;:or.^ :r’j Mir^ivrif .\ a 

|wh 4, had a oKirknl and lomoiirabiv yoa.di i:fr »a a > a-'ia- 
flilf lOit dtahigues mii |Kiralkd hyldjcrSi* ni loaiah!;. -r> Wk 

bcittico Vitidr? and .hilotria are lo Fklc’aei's Lr-* I'? a.,;; 

I4*|-li4e willi ihe llmbf inuchchol iLr* ptnhA'liv ; aJal I' • aai rti',a? ' 
catahtro|ihc vi Viru’Ui, bv ihe errio^^ haoo ol Joua;*4» i** ^ ;’i Iv 

aiWeiin'^* 1lu‘ \\uyn4 u|j t<t tlo’ iaacal, aaa ilirtrl *•' 
lUHiu ’Sioolil |orh»r the |0'v^ervaUell nf Um> clnuivlvi^ ; lul 

the natuie ol the |)tii ihia eiitirel} oiii ai da’ |»aU' 1 t i ji,« 
dicioo!^ Ti»&|sec'i to llir chararier^^ llay are ^yavjally 

cira\’*ii i^ilh consiflerabkf lorcc, and tirai c4 Jyliarai, 3 *( |fla j * I c w * ti # I 
exluhit*^ a nonlei <»f feinaie excellence. 3LuU;^ on the cthrr 
Imioi, i* “i very repokive chanlfter ; an anmaia:, waree 
Toi\iii we are callid upon lu afsnhre, hiil \\hxj\v ra''.heui?f:r-i ra* t 
siTuI Ki’ia^e reveiwie » iTacr eveiv iieprr-^Hio!^ jn Lt r l^uhU i>av n 
miicll ’ write tewftiifccl^ in lk4)d/;ej, ^ 

excite iteith*-r wmm tor tlirir iojoro:-*,. hm ^yitipuyij ea 
their liilix^'^krolet bearn rondilerable rcM'iiibkiitif^ Im 
tel ill more lliart mm |UijfiC : bulli wiili fcHhoiiMn an * 
tmt liriiiiifsx of iniml ontUTlake a ^oeal ami irjhh.* | inj ^ /■, : ^ 
mm to riweit^^e ihe death ol liix liillicr, llie other lae laismtei *4 !/>*, 
cciuriiry. Even the rircoii-Maore oi ihnr boih ;yan,: to oai af tin 
iiftligaikm of the osorpers, bear??, mil thi'* \rf\ !> v*:'iii*- 

yance# HiC idtl Duke of E rj liue p*»Ui4il of a loin aii 4 
ufulaimletl wiiob ever altee io the ohj* ft he I • |rUiMnr<jii ai4 rr- 
maiiiinpf ooxiuikeii by a;»c niui uu^sifortos^e* I cnaiaij 
rior to the In llie AlaitPs Tra|;aiy, Is drlu*e»n4 with nfe^l 
force aiiil pteci&font ^ttni the occaHunaf oyaaSiuft of hit toiiMifiwT % 
(piiitkokily Ihobc occasioned by the ikllCi^ of hh paf««i 

Sites) arc iiurodiicecl vvltli great arb ami pr«4ii^’’u very r 

effect. There 1% however, oise ifiadvcrlcfi^^ of tlio |mfps» niorh i» f 
peculiarly irksome, as it might have k#ii viivoitiinl leiy e^'-ily. 
The very strong affection of the lyraiil for m/idiew, Ascamit^ 
is never ucctmtilcti for througliout ibe play, — ^1'here a 'jjuiLrr 

admixture of ccmiic matter to ikte play dmu lu luoA trugedas 
of our authors j and, those which occur are very judii'UHnfy in- 
troduced lo heighleii our caiiltm|it for tlie usikiI olj;jrci^of umbt- 
*io«i when tlie&e are not eimolited liy viitiiuiis |jriiiriylts, *rbv 
rikkgue bctwwn Custioceb, eiivyiiig ilteglorit^^ of royally ami 
the cottit fool, A^iilio, cbiptei tig litem, in ihe ttiird uci/io* well 
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ihe luyck-monarcliy of the former, (which is altogether borrowed • 
if<,m Suncho% government in Barataria,) very greatly contribute ” 
to ll.e gfit. ta! design of the whole poera, which is to assert the * 
right of an oppressed people, to resist the encroachments upon 
tlieif libeuy. by :i tyrant who admits of no other kw of yoveru- $ 
meat liian ids own will and pleasure.* *’ 

ft 

* It wa-v an t'Omewluit kjfil t& on tbe tx tnmdf * 

uHtUunin: 'ail !j |iriiai|fk»> m the ih\^ yf Kiri|| wlivh the ri^i^ht of^ 

kai,:!; ae JJar di^'iui) waj* b:o mmmdh' pmloaaaaal* anil preach- . 
cd frojii the throne, 

, 4 
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DRA^ilATIS PERSON. E. 

S Ferranti, the iibkihiom tyrant of Xapk». 

4 Einjict, u noble gent kmaiif studious Of his cmintrfs 
freedom. 

^ Rrissonet, h tuv honest gmilemai. amledtrdtt \ii‘h 
CainilU), | I'irokt 

I, llonverc, a rillain, captain of the isuart:. 

IkV illio, a court fmd. 

( •‘I .’astriu'cio, a cuurt panisitr. 
i P:mtlu!p!)n, a /udde. grwh muu. j'atk r to flndet. 
Duke of Sessc, enemy to !• errand, prosenbed, amt 

i turned pirate. 

Ascanio, nephew to Fcrrand. 
jpLucio, a bay, servant tu riraiet. 

Master. 

Gunner. 

Boatswain. - 

Chirurgeon. 

Sailors. < 

Doctor. ■ ' 

Gitineus. 

Guards, Soldiers, and Servant.^ 

k Juliana, the matchless xvife of llmki. 

4 Martia, daughter of the Duke of Sesse, second tei/e 
to i'irolef. 

Court-kdies. 

A^CiliVE,— Naples, and a Ship at Sea. 

The principal actors toerc, 

^ Joseph Taylor, John Lowin, 

Robert Benfield, Rich. Robinson, 

John llnderwood, Nicb. TooHc, " 

George Birch, Rich. Sharp, 

Fob 1679. 


DOUBLE MARRIAGE. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Xaples. A Room in the Home gf Virolet. 


Enter ViiioLEt and Locio. 
rir. Boy! 

Lucm. Sir? : 

i ’ir. If my wife seek me, teli ber tliat 
Designs of weight, too heavy for her knowledge. 
Exact my privacy. 

Luck, I shall, sir. 
f 7r. Do then ; 

And leave roe to myself. 

Ludo. 'Tis a raw morning. 

And, would you please to interpret that for duty 
Which you may construe boldness, I could wish 
(To arm yourself against it) you would use 
.More of my service, 

Vir. I have heat within here. 
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THE DOUBLE 


’’Act L 


A noble heat, good boy, to keep it off; 

I shall not freeze. Deliver my excuse, 

Aud you have done your part. 

Juliana. 

T.ucio. That is prevented ; 

-Xfy lad}‘ follows you. 

Vir. Since I must be cross’d then, 

Let her perform that oflice. 

Luckh I obey ye.. [Erh. 

rir. Pr’ythce to-bed : To be thus foiKl's mure 
tedious 

Tlian if I were neglected, 

./«/. Tis the fault then 
Of love anf! duty, which I woultl fall under, 
Rather than want tbat care which you may eliul- 
lengc 

As due to my obedience. 

? />. I confess 

This tenderness argues a loving wife, 

And more deserves my heart’s best tliauks than 
anger. 

Yet I must tell you, sweet, you do excev<l 
In your affection, if you would engross me 
To your delights alone. 

Jul 1 am not jealous : 

If my embraces have distasted you, 

(As I must grant you every way so worthy 
That ’tis not in weak woman to deserve you. 
Much less in miserable nte, that want 
Those graces some more fortunate are stored with,) 
Seek any whom you pieast^ and 1 wifi study. 
With .my best service, to deserve those favours 
That shall yield you contentment, ' 

■■ F/r. You are mistaken. 

/«/. No, I am patient, sir j and so, good morrow * 


ScexjsL] MARHIAGE. «? 

% 

I will Bot be offensive. 

/7r. Fear ijiy reasosis. 

JuL 'i’huugh in your life a widow’s bed receives 
me, 

For your sake I must lo%’e it. May she prosper 
Tiiat shall succeed me in it, and your ardour 
I.u.st longer to her ! 

I'ir. By the love I bear, 

First ti> my country's peace, next to thyself, 

(I'o whom compared, my life I rate at nothing,) 
Stood here a lady that were the choice abstract 
Of all the beauties Nature ever fashion'd, 

Or .\rt gave ornament to, compared to thee, 
Thus as thou art, obedient and loving, 

1 should contemn and loath her 1 
JitL I do lielieve you. " - 
How I am blcss’d in my assured belief 
This is uufcigifd 1 And why this sadness then? 

* F/r. W hy , J u I iana ? 

Believe nic, titesc my sati and dull retirements, 
I^Iy often, nay, almost continued fasts, 

(bicep b;ad^h’<^ from my eyes, all pleasures stran- 
_gers,) 

Ha\’e neither root nor growth from any cause 
1‘hat may arrive at woman. Shouldst thou be 
. (As cinistity forbid !) false to my bed, 

1 sinnild lament my fortune, perhaps punish 
Thy i'alsehood, and then study to forget thee ; 
But that whicii, like a never emptied spring, 
I’ecds high the torrent of my swelling grief. 

Is what my country suffers; there’s a ground 
If here sorrow may be planted, and spring up 
Through yielding rage, and womanish despjTir, ^ 
And yet not shashe the owner. 

Jui. I do believe it true ; 

Yet I should think myself a happy woman, 

If, in this general and timely mourning, 


JO 


[Act I. 


THE DOlJBf.E 

I raiglit, or give to you, or else receive, 

A little lawful comfort. . 

f'lr. Thy discretion 
In this may answer for me : Look on Xapies, 
The country where we hoth were born ami bred; 
Naples, the Paradise of Italy, 

As that is of the earth ; Naples, that was 
The sweet retreat of all tiie worthiest Homans. 
When, they had shared the spoils of the wliok 
world ; 

This flourishing kingdom, whose inhabitants, 

For wealth and bravery, lived like petty kings ; 
Made subject now to such a tyranny, 

As that fair city that received her name 
From Constantine the Great, now in the power 
Of b.arbaroiis infidels, may forget her own, 

To look with pity on our miseries ; 

So far in our calamities we transcend her : 

For since this Arragonian tyrant, I’erraiid, 

Seissed on the government, tlieres nothing left us 
That we can call our own, hut our ailHetions. 

Jui. And hardly those ; the king's strange cru* 
elty ■ 

Equals ail precedents uf tyranny. 

Fir. E(|uab, say yon r * 

He has out-gone the worst : Compared to him, 
Nor Phaiaris, nor Dionysius, 

Caligula, nor Nero can be mention’cL 
They yet as kings abused their regal power, 

This as a merchant ; all tbe^untry’s fat 
He wholly docs engross unto himself : 

Our oils he buys at his own price, then sells them 
To ifs at dearer rates ; our plate and jewels, 

Under a feign’d pretence of public use, 

He borrows ; which denied, his instruments force. 
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The races of our horses he takes from us,* 

Yet keeps them its (Hi r pastures ; rapes of matrons, 
And virgins, arc too frefjuent ; never man 
Yet thank'd him for a pardon ; for religion, 

If is a thing he dreams not of, 

Jill. I have heard 

(How tiuc it is { know not) that he sold 
'i'he hishopriek of larent to a Jew, 
for tliirfeen thousand ducats. 

Vir. i was present. 

And saw the money jjaid. The day would leave sne 
Ere i could number out his impious actions, 

Or what the miserable subject suffers ; 

And can you entertain, in such a time, 

A thouglit of dalliance ? Tears, and sighs, and 
groans. 

Would better now become you. 

, .iul. They indeed are 
The weapons our poor sex can use, 

When wc are injured; and they may become us; 
But for men, that were born free, men of rank, 

^ Tkt ijf iiur kmes ke iakts/r&M 

¥ei kftp-% iimn tii aur ptufures*] Sewtircl supposes the wonl 
mm corrupt, ttiul snys, Hie ultl ibliii reads rmu^ m timt the 
present, is prolMhli niifj a cenjecUire* But as It iias pos* 

M'SMt-n 1 wtHild not ir, ^>idy oiler the following conjf dares 

to the leaderV ehttice* TAe cknuTst^ or the Aravesi^ or the mn$t^ 
or l!<e mem of our hotsr% The Keapolitiui horses are light, and 
it this List is not tlicni«|ht too stif, it seems to bid fair for having 
iiwn tlic oiigliial** There is something rather hard in the text; 
hut the poet seems to mean, that the tyrant takes from his sub- 
jects tin* vse of the hoises, which he obliges them to 
Hie khmr of a liorse maj in poetry be called his 
177 ^ 

I set* lio dillicuUy m ilm passage# By the ram qf aur korscs^ 
"I’irrild nwnm the "breed of our iiorsei* A common accepudon 
of ihr wort! nicr, ti family, breed, or generatloiL i cannot 
iigree wiifi the eihiors, in supposing that, even In poetry^ tlie rtce*i 
of our byrseii can mean iht kfetitir W ihem^^Mamn. 
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I . 4 ) 

(Thut would be register’d fatbers of their country, 
And to have on their tombs, in goltLui letter'^. 
The noble style’ of “ Tyraut-kiliers" written. ' 
To weep like fools and women, and not like tvi^e 
men 

To practise a redress, deserves a name 
Which tits not me to j?ive. 

Hr. Thy grave reproof, 

If what tliou dost desire were piissihic 
To be ertected, might well argue it 
As wise as loving; but if you consider. 

With what strong guards this tyrant is defended, 
Ruffians, and malcontent.s drawn from all quarters, 
That only know to serve his impious will ; 

The citadels built by him in the neck 
Of this poor city ; tlie iaviucibic .strength 
Nature, by Art assisted,' gave this cakic ; 

And above all his fear ; admitting no inati 
To see him, but unarmkl, it being death 
For any to approach him with a weaptm ; 

You must confess, unless our hands were cannou.s. 
To batter down these walls ; our weak lueaih 
miaes, 

To blow Itis forts up ; or our curses lightuiug, 

To force a passage to him, ami then blast him ; 
Our power is like to yours, and we, like you, 
Weep our misfortunes. 

JuL Walls of brass resist not 
A noble undertaking ; nor can Vice 
Raise any bulwark, to make gooti tJie place 
W’here Virtue seeks to enter: Then to fall 
In such a brave attempt, were such au honour 
That Brutus, did he live again, woulri envy, 

5 »— S/j/fr.] i.e, title, an IwraWic phnise. So in lirywytid'!. 

_ Golden Age: ' . 

i wtU create lords of a greater 
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Were my (lc;u) fatlier in you, and my brotbers, 
Nay. all the ancestors I am derived from, 

(As ytm, in being what you are, are ali these,) 

J hu(i rather wear a mourning garment for you, 
And should he more proud of my widowhood, 
'\'ou <lying for the freedom of this country, 

I’han if! were assured I should enjoy 
A perpetuity of lite .and pleasure 
Witii 2 ’ou, tiic tyrant living. 

Fir. Till this niimite, 

I never heard thee speak ! Gh, more than woman, 
And more to be beloved ! can 1 find out 
A cabinet to lock u secret in, 

Of et|ua! trust to thee? All doubts and fears. 
That scandalize your sex, be far frorn me ! 

Thou shalt partake my near and dearest counsels, 
And further them with thine. 

,/«/. I will be faithful. 

-Fir. Know then, this day (stand Heaven pro- 
pitious to us) 

Our lilwrty begims. 

Jui, In Ferrand’s death r 
Fir. Tis plotted, love, and strongly,- and, be- 
lieve it, 

For nothing else could do it, 'twa.s the thought 
How to proeecfi in this design, and end it. 

That matie .strange my embraces. 

Jui, t’urs'<l be she 

That's so indulgent to her own delights, 

Thar, for their satisfaction, would give 
A stop to .such a glorious enterprize ! 

For me, I would not for the world, I had been 
Guilty of .such a crime : Go on, and prosper: ! 

Go on,»my dearest lord ! I love your honour 
Above my life ; nay, yours. -Hy prayers go with 
you; 
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W||icli I will strengtbeii with sfiy tears. The 
* wrongs 

Of this poor country edge your swOrd ! oh, may it 
Pierce deep into this tyrant's heart ! ami then 
When you return, bath'd in his guilty 
rn wash you clean with fountaihs of true joy. 

But who are your assistants ? though I am 
So covetous of your glory, that I could wish 
You had no sharer in it. [KmrUnif. 

/7r. Be not curious. 

They come ; however you comnuu«l my Iiomuu, 
To them I would not have you seen. 

,/«/. I am gone, sir. 

Be confident ; and may my resolution 
Be pre.scnt with you ! '/vi/.*. 

Fir. Such a masculine spirit. 

With more than woman's virtues, were a dower 
To weigh down a king's fortune. 

Enter Brissonet, CA^rinio, mid Hoxvi ur. 


Bris. Good dav to you ! 

Cam. You arc an early stirrer. 

Fir. What new face 
Bring you along ? 

Eonv. If I stand doubted, sir. 

As by your looks I gues.s it, you much injure 
A mSn that loves, and truly loves, this count) v, 
With as much zeal as you do ; one that hates 
The prince by whom it suffers, asul as deadiv ; 
One that dare.s .step as far to gain my freedom, 
As any he that breathes ; that wear.s a sword 
As sharp as any’s. 

Cam. Nay, no more comparisoms. 

Jionv. '^Vhat you but whisper, I dare speak 
aloud, 

Stood the king by ; have means to put in act too, 
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What you but' coldly plot : If this deseivc then 
Suspicion in the best, the boldest, wisest, 
pursue your cJwii intents ; I'll follow mine ; 

And if i not out-strip you 

Brin. Be assureri, sir, 

A confidence * like this can never be 
Allied to treachery. 

Cam. Who durst .speak so much, 

But one that is, like us, a sufferer, 

And stands as we aflectctl ? 

f ar. Y<ni are cozen’d, 

And all undone ! Every intelligencer 
Speaks treason with like licence, is not thw 
Ronvere, that hath for many years been train’d 
In Ferrand’s school, a man in trust and favour. 
Rewarded too, and highly f 
Cam. Grant all this. 

The thought of what be was, being as he is now, 
A-'inan disgraced, and wdth contempt thrown off, 
Will spur him to revenge, as swift as they 
'fhat never were in favour. 
far. Poor and childish ! 

Bri.v. His regiment is, cast, that is most certain ; 
And his command i’ tif castle given away. 

Cam. That on my knowledge. 
far. Grosser still I What shepherd 
Would yield the poor remainder of his flock 
To a known wolf, though he put on the habit 
Of a most faithful dog, and bark like one, 

As this but only talks ? 

Cam. Yes, lie has means too. 
f’ir. I know it to my grief, weak men, I 
know it ! 

/! ctmscieiict* Hie ihk, &C.3 That tliis passage is corrupt will 
not admit of a tioubt, W« have ventured to substitute Uu- word 
nn/idtnee I'or 17?8. 



To make Ois peace, it there were any war 
Between him and his master,* [by] betraying 
Our innocent lives. 

JRom. You arc too suspicious, 

And I have borne too much, heyoiui my icniper : 
Take your own ways ! Til leave you. 

Vir. You may stay now ; 

You have enough, anti ail indeed ytm lish'd t'oi. 
But one word, gentlemen : Have you disctAwi'd 
To him alone our plocr 

[AlHirt to Brissonet ami Ha .m i l to. 
• Bris. To him, and others 
That are at his devotion. 

Vir. Worse and worse ! 

For were he only coiiscious of our purpose, 
Though with riie breach of hospitable laws. 

In my own house i’d silence him fur ever : 

But what is past my help is past my care. 

I have a life to lose. 

Cum. Have better hopes. 

Itonv. And when yon know, with what charge 
I have further’d 

Y'our noble undertaking, you will swear me 
Anotiier man ; the guards I have cornipied, 

And of the choice of all our nobiesi y<»uChs, 
Attired like virgins, such a.s henuif?. would 
Welcome to their sad cells, prepared a masejue, 

As for the king’s pleasure. 

Vir. For his safety 
I rather fear ; and a.s a pageant to 
Usher our ruin. 

Ronv. \Ye, as torch-bearers, 

WilLwait on these; but with such art and cunning 


* Ills maMei\ hrlraiiiitg,'} I have inserteti Ai; in tliv Uwt 
the authority of ail the vtiitioiis. This ptosyi.* is tfvhcivHt 
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I have couvevhi sliarp j)oniards in the wax 

I Iliif' \i't* fri^c f 1 ^ 
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i, through ail his 


r,,, , - M' 

I ihit u V pais, though sea 
guards 

ifhout suspicion, and iu all his a-jory 
(ippress^imn, an«i with safety. '■“ 

( t/M. I is most s>ra!i'>*e — '■— 

7'h\ To i)c ejected. 

\’on are douinfni srili. 

/>‘m. lint we resolved to foilmv hinr; and ilTon 
i)eMst nmv, \ ,ro[et, we’ii say 'tis fear, 

aalliei t !>;»{! pHiviiiciicc. 

iiim. And so wu leave you. 

E/ifer IvuAXA. 

Jiil To your wise doubts, anef to my better 

counsels;. 

Oh ! pardon me, niy lord, and trust me too; 

Ixt me ikh, like ( ’assandra, prophesy truths. 

Ami never he believed, before the niisehief; 

.1 have iieard ail, know thi.s lionvcrc a villain, 

A villain that hath tempted me, and plotted 
I his tor your rum, only to make way 
To his hopes in my embraces; at more leisure 
1 \ull aimuaint you wherefore I conceard it 
lo this last minute; if you stay, you are lost, 

,And all picvention too late, 1 know, 

And ds to me known only, a dark cave 
n ithin thus house, a part of my poor dower, 

eonceafd, as in the centre, 

Jill this rough blast he o’er. Where there is air, 
More than to keep m life, Ferrand will find you; 
bo ennous hrs lear.s are, • 

f'ir. •I'is lictter fall 

, has taken from tliis scene sotue circumstances 

c! liH viaiicc 

VOl. VJlt, C' ■ 
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Than Iiide my bead now, ('twas thine own advice. ‘ 
My friends engaged too. 

"jui. You stand further bound, 

Tlsan to weak men that have betray'd themse!ve\. 
Or to my ct)uii.se}, though then Just and loyal : 
Your fancy hath been good, but nut your judguient 
In choice of such to sicie you. U’ili you loaif 
From a steep tower, because a desjierate I'oul 
Does it, and trusts the wiml to save his hazard 1 
There's more expected from you ; all men’s eyes 
Are fix'd on Virolet, to help, not hurt them : 
IMake good their hopes and ours! You have sworn 
often. 

That you dare credit me, and allow'd me wise, 
Although a woman ; even kings in great actions 
Wait oppoitunitv, aud so must you, sir, 

Or lose your uiKlerstandrag. ^ 

Fir. Thou art constant ; 

I an® uncertain fool, a most blind fool : 

Be thou my guide. 

Jill. If I fail to direct you, 

For torment or reward, when I am uretcheu, 
May constancy forsake me ! 

Vir. I liave my safety. < HreunL 

Lose^our uiKlentaiKliug.] .Snip^Ti wuiiltl uKarrialifi^if ; 
Imt ibe kU iHlitors |Ho|wrly oUnTvtT that “ iIh uixt iiiiJ 

only teans, It WDoitl be iiiadiR^s tc* think ytiii iiiiM iiat, like 
oihars, be guided by tbe opportunity/ Ilis coniiroL'. 

Lose ^Qur undiTsiandmg mihmi be taken in chi*' 

sense*'^^ ■ 

® I oi,] Corrected ^sikBily ill 


SCENE IL 


jI Slate- Rwm in the Palme. 


Enter Castruccio and Villio. 


Vil. Why are you wrapt thus ? 

Ca.d. Peace, thou art a fool. 

Vil. But if I were a flatterer, like your worship, 
I should be wise, and rich too : " 

There are few else that ju'osper, bawds excepted, 
They hold an txjual place there. 

X'ani, \ shrewei knave ! 

But oh, the kinij, the happy kinaj ! 

ri/. Why happy ? 

In heariufjC a <treat burthen ? 

€mi. udtat hears he, 

That's borne on princes’ shoulders ? 
f’d. A crown’s weight, 

Which sits more heavy on his head, than the ore 
Slaves dig out of the mines, of whicli ’tis made. 
Cmt. Thou worthily art his fool, to think that 
heavy 

That carries him i’ th’ air; The reverence due 
To that most sacred gold makes him adored, 

His footsteps kiss’tl ; his smiles to raise a beggar 
'■J’o a lord’s fortune ; and, when he but frowns, 

The city quakes 

111. <)r tiie poor cuckolds in it, 

Coxcombs I should say. I am of a fool 
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CasL The dclicates he is served with, see ami 
envy 

Vil. I haci rather have an nuiun with a >fMmae!5. 
Than t; ese without one. 

Cast. I’he celestial music. 

Such as the motion of the eternai -^f)heres 

’ Still iniissc. 

YielcLs Jove when he drinks ntuiar- 

J’ll. Here’s a line knave! 

Yet hath too many fellows. 

Enter Court- Ladies, and pass treer the Sta<^t. 

Cast. Then the beauties, 

That with variety of choice embraces 
Reiu'w lui> age-r—:- 

Cil' Help bsm to crouch rathef. 

And the French cringe; they are exceUeut sur- 
geons that way. 

Cmt. ()h, muje.sty ! let others think of Hcar’cn, 
While I contemjdaie thee. 

Ui/. This is not atheism, 

But court ob.servance. ’ ‘ fiuurisJ:. 

Cast. Now the god appears, 

Usheirii with eartlujuakcs. 

I'd. Base idolatry ! 

Enter Ferhand, duard, iramen, ami Servants. 

Fer. These meats are poison’d ! hang the cooks ! 
— Xo note more, \’lh (he music. 

On, forfeit of your fingers f do you envy me 
A minute's slumber? — What are these: ^ 

9. — Cwo-t observance.] OfocrMflcc was very um-i*. Un- 

religious attention, or obsetjuiousness. For insUHicv, in Thf .Mer- 
ry iVives of Witidsor*— “ Follow'd her with tkday ohstnunkfC 
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1 Gnani. The ladies 
Appointed !n your majesty. 

/t7'. To the jiurpose ! 

For what afipointed ? 

1 (runj'd. I'or your grace's pleasure. 

Fir. 'i’o suck away the little blood is left mCj 
IjV my eontiiiital care.s ! I am not apt now: 

Enjoy them first, la»te of my diet once ; 

And, your turn served, for fifty crowns a-piece 
Their hu.shaiuls may redeem them. 

Wnnun. Great sir, mercy ! 

Fcr. I am deaf. Why stare your Is what we 
command 

To be disputed ? Who's this? Bring you the dead 
To upbraid me to my face? 

Cml, Hold, emperor ^ [Kneels. 

Hold, mightiest of kings I I am thy vassal, 

Thy foot-stool, that durst not presume to look 
Wii tliy offended face. 
lUT. Castruccio, rise. 

Cnsi. Let not the lightning of tity eye consume 
me, 

Xor hear that musical tongue in dreadful thunder, 
That speaks all mercy. 

ViL Here's no flattering rogue ! ‘ 

('ast. Ferrand, that is the father of his people, 
The glory of mankind— 

Fl'r. No more, no word more ! 

.\nd while I tell my troubles to myself, 

Be statues without motion or voice : 

'rhough to be iiattcr’d is an itch to greatness, 

‘ Jlor’s iw 0<ittcn)i" rugut’ .Q That i,s, lie is an excessive flat- 
u-iiuf; This iiwnner of speech is verj usual in old plaj'S. 

ill ik n Jousou's Every Man in his Humour, Downright, on noti- 
ciiig the ridiculous uifrctation of Master Matthetv, exclaims—. 
“ Oil, here’s m fopperj ! 'Deatli, I can endure the stocks bet- 
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It now on'encifi me. 

P'il. Jleres tlie l)a[)py man! 

But sj)cak wh<} ihtrcs, 

Fer. U’hi>n I innocent, 

I \e! icniemhei I could cat uud sleep, 

B'alk ujialiVightcd ; Iml now, terrihie 
To (ithers, my j^uard.s caimui keep tear from nu- ; 
It htill pursiic.s me; oh, nsy woinnied eutvscicnee ! 
'i’lic bed i u'oiilii rest in is stufi'cd uith thorio; 
The ground's strew'd o’er with adders, and witli 
aspicks, 

Where’er I set my toot : But I am in, 

Aiui what was got with cruelty, with blood 
Afust be defemied. 'Fhough tins Ul'cAs a heil, 

I i'ear a worse hereafter. Ha ! 

-'Enter Romwtmm and Gmrd, /. 

Monv. Aly lord ! 

i'lr. Welcome, llonverc ! welcome, my gulden 
plummet, 

With which I sound mine enemies’ tiepliis ami 
angers ! 

Ha.st thou discovered ? 

lionv. All as you could wish, sir, 

The plot, am! the contrivers ; was made one 
Of the conspiracy. 

Fer. Is Virolet in ? 

Monv. The head of all : lie only sccnte<l nte; 
And from his fear that I played false, is ileti ; 

The rest I have in fetters. 

Fer. Death and hell ! 

JCext'to my mortal i'oe, the pirate 8es.se, 

I aimed at him! He’s virtuous, and wi.se, 

A lover of liis freedom and his couittry’.s ; 
Dangerous to such as govern by the sword, 
Andso to me. — No track which way lie went 
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No means to overtake him ? 

Roiiv. Thpre's some iiope left ; 

I’ut with a rougli hand to be seiz’d upon. 

. i'Vr. What is't ? 

Roitr It' any kmnv or where he is, 

<')r wliioh %vay he is tied, it is his wife : 

Her, with his father, I have apprehended, 

And fjrmitvht among the rest. 

F( >\ Twas wisely oixlered : 

Go fetch them in, and let my executioners 
Ajjpear in horror with the rack, 116>nvere. 

i'if. 1 take it, signor, 

This is no time for ytm to flatter, 

Or me to fool in. 

Cast. Thou art wise in this ; 

Let’s off ; it is unsafe to be near Jove 
When he begins to thunder. 

J'll. Good morality ! 

■* {Eieant Villio (md Castrwccio. 

Fcr. I that have pierced into the hearts of men ; 
Forced them to lay open with my looks 
Secrets, whose least discovery was death ; 

Will rend, for what concerns my life, tiie fortress 
Of a weak womau’.s faith. 

Enter Honverk, Guard and Executmiers, with a 
rack ,• bringing in Cauiliao, Bhissonet, P.vn- 
DCLPHO, ami j V LI A'N A fettered. 

t'am. 'Whate’er we suffer, 

The w'cight tliat loads a traitor’s heart, sit ever 
Heavy on thine ! 

Bris. As wc are caught by thee, 
f<’all tiiou by others ! 

Rom'. Pish ! poor fools, your curses 
Will never reach me. 

Jitl. Now, liy my Virolet’s life, 
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{•‘ather, this is a _<;iori(ius stuixr oi' n'auik’i ! 

Here are tine properties too." an<i siieij 'pectators 
As u'ii! expect aetitxj ! I'o the iit’e 

Let us i’>eri'orni nar parts: ami u'e .shah live 
^Vhen tiiescare rotten. A\'ouiti we niip'ut be^t;;!!; 
once 

Are you the master of the company r 
Troth, \ou are tedi«»us now. 

Fa\ She docs rlcride me. 

./«/. Thee and thy power! if one poor svILitile 
Co.uhJ win me an assuranee of thy t'avuur, 

I would not .speakiit ; I desire to be 
The great e.xamplc of thy cruelty, 

To whet which on, know, Ferrand. 1 alone 
(,’an make di.seoverv where my Viroiet is, 

Whose Hie I know thou aim'st at : ihit n torture.s 
Compel me to’t, may hope of lleairen forsake me ' 
I dare thy worst. 

Fer, Are we contemn'd ? 

JhL Thou art, 

Thtni and thy minister.s * Illy life is thine ; 

But in the death the victory shall he uum*. 

PumL W'e iiavc such a mistress here t(.» teach 
us courage, 

Tiiat cowards tnight learn from her. 

Fcr. You are slow ! \SIh‘ is put im tJK nwh. 
Begin tlie scene.— 'i'hou miscrabie tool, 

For so Fll make thee — — 

Jul. Tis not in thy reach ; 

I am happy in my .sufferings, thou most wrctcheti. 
Fer. Sobrave r ill tame you yet, — Pluck harder, ’ 
villains !— 

» propa-ikstj A term nnicb uswt at tla; t.,. 

habits and impleiaesits uecessary for tlie repren'iitistiaii.. — >y. p. 
sox. 

3 Find Imd, rithins.] I'lie measure here, as will aj 
call for the aluiration, which both Jlr 'I'IscvbuW ar.ti niVH'Ii i.^ • 


% 


SCFA-E II.] 


MARRIAGE. 


25 

Is sbo insensible r no sigh nor groan ? 

Or is she <le;wi ? 

./«/. No, tyrant i though I suffer 
More than u woman, beyond flesh and blood, 

I’iM in a eanse so honourable, that I sc«>rn, 

With any sign, that may express a sorrow, 

To .shew I do repent. 

Fet\ Confc.ss yet, and 
Thou shall be safe. 

Jid. Tis wrapt nj) In my soul, 

From whence thou canst not force it 
Fa'. I will be 
Ten days a-killing thee. 

JuL Be twenty^ thousand ; 
l^Iy glory lives the longer. 

Fork'. ’Tis a miracle ! 

She tires the. executioners, and me. 

Fcr. rnloosehcr; I am conquer’d. — 1 must take 
Some other way. — Reach her iny chair, in honour 
Of lier invincible fortitude. 

Ri)uv. Will you not 
Dispatt'h tile rest 

Ftr. When I seem merciful, [Apart to him. 
A.s.sure thyself, Ronvcrc, I am most cruel. — 

Thou wonder of thy sc.x, and of this nation, 

Tliat ha.st changed my severity to mercy, 

Not to tliy.self alone, but to thy people, 

(In which 1 do include these men) my enemies! 
Unbind them. 

Fund. Thi.s is strange ! 

Fer. For your intent 

Against my life, which you dare not deny, 

I "only ask one service. 

Above hope ! 

iyiitfil (HI, and which I have thought proper to.staiid in the text. 
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i'Vr. There rifles a pirate near, the ! )ukc 
3fy enemy ant! this eountry's, that in ht)UtE 
Httltis 1)1} dear irieucl Ascanio ; Tree this tViejul. 
Or iirinj^ tltc pirates head, f»esitlcs yoisr pardun. 
And honour fd'tlu; action, yemr rewart! 
fs {Vn-ty thousaini tiucats : And because 
I know that Virolet is as hold as wi>e, 

Be he vfHir general. As pledp;e fd'your iaitiu 
That you will nrnlrrtake it. let this old man 
And this most constant matron stay will) tne, 

0.f whom, as of iny.self, I will he earel'ui. 

She shall direct you %vhere her husband is 
Make choice of any ship you think most usefui, 
They are rigged for you. 

\F.n'U)it Guard, xri'f/i Jc! t.vx ,v aad Pan in ! mto, 
i?m. Wc with joy accept it. 

Gam. And will ptoclaim king Femnd inercit ul. 

[Exauaf Bkissonkt tmtl Camii.lo. 
RonxK The mystery of this, my hnal r or are ydn 
Changed itr your nature r 

Fit. rii make thee private to it : 

The lives of these weak men, and desperatewonum, 
Would no way have secured me, harl I twA them ; 
TTis Virolet I aim at; he has power, 

And know's to Jmrt. If they encounter >es,sc, 
And lie prove conqueror, 1 am asstircil 
They’ll find no mercy ; if that tliey prove victors, 
I shall recover, with my friciul, his head 
I most desire of all men, 

Jionv. Now I have it. 

Fer. Tti make thee understand the drift of all ; 
So we stand sure, thus much for those tlsat full ! 

i Fi'i'ltlli. 
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ACT 0. SCENE J. 


On JJfKtrd the Duke of Sesse’s Ship at Sea. 


Knlcr Boafsxaim and Gunner. 

Boats. Lay her before the wind ; up with her 
canvas, 

And let her work ! the wind begins to whistle. 
Clap ail her streamers on, and let her dance, 

As if she were tire minion of the ocean ! 

Let iu'r bestride the billows till they roar, 

And curl their wanton heads! ilo, below there ! 
Sudors, {irithin.} Ht», ho! 

Boats. Lay her Nortij-East, and thrust her mizen 
out ; 

The day grows fair and clear, and the wind courts 
us. 

Oh, for a lusty sail now, to give chase to! 

Gun. A stubborn bark, that would but bear up 
to us, 

And change a broadside bravely ! 

Boat.'i. \Vhere’s the duke r 

Gnu. I liave not seen him stir to-dav. 

■w* „ ' ■ 

Moats. Oh, gunner, 

What bravery tlwcils in his age, and what valour ! 
And to his friends, what gentleness and bounty! 
How long have we been inhabitants at sea here? 
Gun. Some fourteen years. 

Boats. By fourteen lives I swear then, 

'fhis efemesit never nourish’d such a pirate, 


8u i^rcat. M> lVarie«s. and so fortunate, 

Si> patient in liis \vant. in act so vasiiuit: ! 

I lo\r many sail of ivell-mann’d ships !>efore us, 

As the Ijoaito ■* does the ilyint^' tish. 

1 lave we pursued and scour'd, tiiat, to uuf-sf rip U', 
'riicy have been fain to han«2,’ their vei v shins un ? 
What gullies have we bang'd, and sunk, and tskeu. 
"Wiiose only fraughts were tire ami stt'rn deliauce, 
And imtihitg spoke but bullet in ail tlu'se ! 

How like old Neptune have I seeti our geneial 
Standing i’ th' poop, and tossing his steel tnden! 
Commanding both the sea and winds tis serve him ! 
Guri. His daughter too (whicii is tlie honour, 
boatswain, 

Of a!! her sex') that martial maid— — 

Boats. A brave weneh 

Gun, i low oftentimes, a fight being new’ begim. 
Has she ieap’d down, and took iny linstock from 
me. ■ ^ 

t And crying, “ Note fiy right," bred all my chaser- ; 

Then, like the image of the warlike gwlde'is, 

Her target braced upon irer arm, her ssvord drawn 
I' And anger in her eyes, leap'd up again, 

And bravely lutifd the bark; 1 have wonder'd 
boatswain, 

That in a body made so ticlicate, 

So soft for sweet embraces, so iiuich fire, 

And manly soul, not starting at a' danger — — 
Boats. Her noble father got her in his I’ury, 
And so she proves a soldier. 

Grra. This too I wonder at, 

Taking so many strangers as lie (iocs. 

He uses them with that respect and couhic.-,. 

* llonito.'l (’ongiev,; TOpliiitss Litiiitm, ‘‘ 'I hf (kh cikli'il ,i / 
ioc j seem; most <:oraiiifti)ij' i»!a,viii!i in uouj.v.s leiun.' u icii.; 

It is a kiitti ut' tunnv-iisu. 
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Not making prize, but only borrowing 
What may f;U[>ply his want; nor that for nothing; 
But rentiers ijack what they may stand in need of, 
Ami tiien parts lovingly: Where,* if he take 
His couiitrunaii, that should be nearest to him, 
Ami stand ^)o^t free from chtnger, be sure pays for’t ; 
lie (iitnuis or liatigs the men, ransacks the bark, 
Tiien gives her up a iKiniire to his ftniiuie. 

.Bhi'iu. The wrongsiichas received from that dull 
country 

(That's all 1 know) have purchasctl all his cruelty; 
We fare the better. Chcerly, cheerty, boys! 

The ship runs merrily ; my captain's melancholy, 
And nothing cures that in him but a sea-fight : 

I hope to, meet a sail, boy, and a right one. 

Glut. That’s my hope too ; 1 am ready for the 
pastime. 

Boats. 1' tif mean time, let's bestow a song upon 
him, 

To shake him from his dumps, and hid good-day 
to him.— 

Ho, in tlic iiold ! 

Enter a Boy. 

Buy. Here, here. ' “ , 

Boats. To tif main-top, boy ! 

An tliou keu'st a ship that dares defy us, 

Here’s gold. 

Boy. I am gone. [Eail. 

Boats. Come, sirs, a quaint levet, 

ITriimpets sound a letet 

s — 'U'hrrv.'} This word is conliiiually used iu old language for 

zkemis. ' 

6 LtVf/.] 'I'h^ Doctor Johmoii explains, ** a bia^t m the 
Iruiiipcl ; |n*cfh:t!ily tlnU by which the soWiers are called in the - 


THE DOUBLE |.L-tIL 

To waken our {jrave general! Then to mir lahour ! 

Knier D/d c (jf dSexse, nnd Maktia Hhc (in Juiazon 
on the qmrter-dick.~ 

Duke 1 thank you, loving mates, 1 thank} on aii : 
There's to prolong yoiir mirtii ; and gond-ninrrtn.v 
toytni!" ' [iiivtx !h< m in'‘n< H. 

jMarl. lake this From me ; you’re imuest, va- 
liant Friends, 

And such we must make much of. Xot a sail stir- 
ring? 

• (xiiH. Xh)r any within ken yet. 

Boats. Without <ioabt. lady. 

The wind standing .so Fair and Ftdl upon ns. 

We shall have .sport anon. — lUit, noide general, 
"Why are you still so sad? You take our edge oti*; 
You make m dull and sjdritlc.ss. 

Duke, ril tell yc, 

Because I will provoke yc to he forfmiatc; 

Eor wiien you know my cause, IwiH duidtic aim 
you: 

This woman never knew it yet, my daughter ; 
Some discontents .she has.^ 

iFioriiing.^' Hit'* text piif> thr oHIls f.NpliiiiaUofi bryMiAl 

a tiaiibt. iiulml the tlenvatiorj oi the Wrm reihic*r,*» any jirwol 
iieetlless. , 

^ All llie copies ?eail, ** Enter Duke t»f SesMt aim'e Init i!ie 
present %tage-ilirecikm b inure proper, the scene hring on IhuuiI 
a ship at seiL It is more than probable, from the i>t;ii»eui!rec* 
tion, in these and oiber old plays* limt ii prmanefil wax 

erectcil on the stage, and as, from the poveiiy of llieiif} iral 
it was, pi'obaliij, impossible nelually to rqiresent a sbip. tfir f?iM« 
ness was left to the fancy of the speclalors, nnd of in the 

present sceiiCj ilm I>ake and ^lartia appeared m the gallery illw^ 
deil to* ' : 

^ Tim UD'imm mter knm ii yet , mif dangk^r ; 

Smm dkmntenU sk€ km*} ThaMs, hmn of iny (iitcoiiUniB 
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• 

Mitrt. Pray, sir, go Forward. 

JJukv. rhcsc.fourfecu years, I have stowed it 
here at sea,® 

Where the most curious thought could never find it. 
Boats. Call up the master, and aii the mates. 

Enter Master and Sailors. 

Duke, (lond-morrow ! 

Master. ( iood-morrow to our general, a good 
one ! 

And to that noble lady ail good wishes ! 

Mart. I thank you, master. 

Duke. Mark me ! thus it is then ; 

Which I diti never think to have di.scover VI, 

Till full revenge had wooed me; but, to satisfy 
My faithful friends, tlnis I cast oif my burthen, 
la |liat sliort time I was a courtier, 

And followed that most hated of all princes, 
Ferrand, I be full e.xampk; of all mischiefs, 
(Compclftl to i'oliow to my soul a stranger) 

It was my chance one day lo play at ciies.s, 

For some few crowns with a minion of thinking's, 
A mean poor man, that only .served his pleasures ; 
Removing of a rook, wc grew to words, 

Iluve came tu Iwr koowledgej l>t3t not the cause of them., — * 

/ iiuix storeni ii at mt,] Thus tlie octavo, and the second 

fidio, tinti il may he ; the edition of 1 647 gives it thus, 

Fvt' stoed here at sea *^' 

I conjecture we should read with a small edition, stou'ccL fio a 
little hnu’r the Muster says, Down, witk *eni, stow ^em 
Siimpum, * . .. . M . ■ 

Hierc viin he litilc* doubt ihfit the reading of the folio, which, 
according to iIm* uncertainly of old spelling, is the .same 
was ihc original one, ami I have therefore restored it* 
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From this to hotter anger : To be short, 

I got a blow. 

jMurt. How, bow, my noble father ! 

Duke. A !)low, my girl; which I h.ui sumi rcpaui. 
And sunk the slave for ever, had nut odii' 

Thrust in betwixt us. I went away di-graccii 

Mari. For honour’s sake, no! m>, ■^ir! 

Duke. For that time, wench ; 

But call’d upon him, like a gentleman, 

By mail}’ private friends ; knock’d at. hi> valour, 
Courted his honour hourly to repair me ; 

And though he were a thing my thoitghts made 
slight on, 

And only worth the fury of my f iotsnan, 

Still I pursued him nobly 

Jfari. Ditl he escape you • 

My old brave fatberv could you idtdowy .soroldly ” 
Duke. Have patience, atul know all. Purstu’d 
him fairly, 

Till I was laugh’d at, scorn'fl, my wrongs made 
May-games j 

By him unjustly wu'ong'd should be all jsisiiev ; 
The slave protected : \'et at length 1 Imtnd liim, 
Found him, when he .suppo.sed all ha*! lu’cu Imried, 
And what f ha<! reeeived durst not he tfuestioa'd; 
And then be fell, under mv svuu’d he tell, 

For ever sunk; his poor liie, like the air 
Blown in an empty bubble, burst, and left httn, 
Ko noble wind of memory to raise him. 

But then began my misery ! I fed, 

The king’s frowns following, and mv friends’ ties* 
pairs : 

No hand that durst relieve ; my country feartid, 
Basely and weakly fearful of a tyrant, 

Which made his bad will worse, stotsd still ainl 
wonder’d, 

Their virtues bed- rid ia ‘cm. Then, mv gill, 



cc from thy muse, 

The inutU'l <>t Ujy tutiier's, miseries, 
i\ufi home sinaii wealih wis fit for present earria<;-e, 
Au(i jfor to sea. u iierc I profess'd my aii^cr, 

And will <i{>. wliiist (hat base ungratefu! country, 
And that had king, have hkiod or means totfueiich 
me. 

Kow ye know all. 

J/av/er. tVe know all, and admire all : 

<io on, ami do all still, and still he fortunate! 
JIdrL Had 3’ou done less, or lost this noble an- 
ger, 

A Ml hail been worthy then men’s empty pities, 
Ami not their wonders Goon, and useyourjustice,. 
And use it still with that fell violence, 

It first appear'd to you ? If you go less/ 

Gr take a doting mercy to protection, 

The honour of a father I disclaim in you, 

CaM back alt duty, anil will be prouder of 
The infamous ami base name of a whore, 

'fhau daughter to a great duke and a coward. 
J)id'€, Mine own sweet Itlartia, no; thou know’st 
my nature ; 

it cannot, must not be. 

Mart, I hope it shall not 
But why, .sir, do you keep alive still young Ascanio, 
Prince of Ilos.sana, king Ferrand’s most beloved 
one, 

A’ou took two months ago? 

Why is he not Hung overboard, or bang'd ? 

JJuke. rii tell thee, girl : 

It were a mercy in my nature now, 

So soon to break the thread of his afflictions f’ 

# ■ 

* Jj\^m go !«s*3 A phrase derived from gaming, wliicli 

ill these plays* for imtancej ml V* p, Sip. 
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ll:4‘ 

I am not so far reconciled yet to him, 

To let him die ; that were a benetit. 

Besides, I keep him as a l>ait and diet, 

To draw on more, and nearer to tlic kiiij*' : 

I look each hour to hear of his aniiuflos ; 

And a hot welcome they shall liavc. 

Mart. But hark you ! 

If you were over-swayed with odds 

Duke. I find you : 

I would not yield ; no, girl ; no hope of yielding, 
Kor fling myself one hour into their mercies., 

And give the tyrant hope, to gain his kingdom. 
No ; i can sink, wench, and make shift to die ; 

A thousand doors arc open, 1 shall hit one. 

I am no niggard of my life ; so it go nobly. 

All ways are c<jual, and ail hours : i care nut. 
J/arf.^NoW' you like my tkthtT ! 

Muster, Noble general, ^ 

If by our means they inherit aught but bangs, 4 
The mercy of the main-yard light upon us! Xof**' 
We can sink too, sir, and sink low enmigh, ^ 
To pose their cruelties to follow tis ; 

And he that thinks of life, if the world go that way, 
A thousand cowards suck his hones ! 

Gun. Let the worst come, 

I can unbreech a cannon, ami witiiout much help 
Turn her into the keel ; and when she has split it, 
Every man knows his way, his own prayers, 

And so good night, I think ! 

Master. We have lived ail with you, 

And will die with you, general. 

Duke. I thank you, gentlemen. 

JBoy. {Aboxe^] A sail, a sail ! 

Master, A chearful sounti I 

Botf, A sail I ■■ 

Boats. Of whence r of whence, boy r 
A lusty sail ! 
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Jlfm't. Look right, and look again. 

Boi/. She plows the sea before her, 

And foams i’ th’ mouth. 

Bouts. Of whence r 
Boy, I ken not yet, sir. 

Duke. Oh, may she prove of Naples ! 

Muster. Prove the (levil, 

We’ll spit out fire as thick as she. 

Boy. Hoy ! 

Mmier. Brave boy r 

Boy. Of Naples, Naples; I think of Naples, 
master; 

Methinks I see the arms. 

Master. Up, up another, 

And give more certain signs ! {Exit Sailor. 

Duke. All to your business ! 

And stand but^right and true 

Boats. Hang* him that halts now 1 
* Boy. She has us in chase. 

Miaskr. We’il spare her our main-top-sail ; 

She shall not look us long, we are no starters. 
Down with the fore-sail too! we’ll spoom® before 
her, 

Mari. Gunner, good noble gunner, for my ho- 
nour 

Load me but these two minions in the chase there;* 

5 A imutical term for saiibg rapidly, Tlie editors of 

1750 ami 177S, very reprefaeiisibiy alter the word silently to 
ipmiu 

# — in the chape*] The chape of a s%vor<l is no iiews» hat I 
iaiicy that of a ship will he sq to every carious reader* Chase is 
applicable either to the prow or stern of a ship, and ^tis m mat- 
ter in which of these, acceptations we Ufiderstaad it here*-— 

.von* * 

We liiiv© no doaht hat Sympsoo has here hll on the right word, 
blit not on its true acccptalion ; for no part of a vessel^ we he* 
liefCi hears the iwitie of the ckmc* The ckmff in the sea dialect^ 
a mml 1771# ’ • ' 
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So 

And load ’em right, that tlieymay ])id fair welconu*, 
And be thine eye, and level, as tliy heart is! 

(rim, Madam, I’ll scratch ’em out ; I'U piss 'em 
out cisc- 

Sailor. Moy ! 

.Duke. Of whence now r 

iSaiior. Of Naples, Naples, Najdcs ! 

I see her top-flag, how siie quarters Naples. 

1 liear her trumpets, 

Duke. Down ! She's welcome to us ! 

. [Ejaiut A/rw/tr, BoatrAt ain, (iuuucr., .Suilmw. 
Every man to ins charge ! !Man her i’ th' how weil, 
And place your rakers right.*' Daughter, he sparing. 

JlJaf'L I swear I’ll be above, sir, in the thickest, 
And where most danger is I'll seek fur honour. 
They liave begun ! hark, how their trumpets cal! 

Hark, howthewide-mouth'd cannoni sing amongst 
us ! 

Hark, how they hail !® out of oiir .shells for .shame, 
sir ! 


simiHKlmeiit am! exfilaiiulloH w ‘I'Jif r#* 

all ships of \vm\ two gnm at the least iihiced In the I«h%a Hfifl 
more in the sfenij which are eiilletl the how*eiiiiM% itinl ihr 
chase ; the first are iiseti agaiosi a vexsel that n a-lieady lae iHher 
against a vessel tiiat 

^ P/tfce year mkers,] t. e. The gnus with wliieli the rneitn's 
msel is to fee rnieii# Falconer, in hk Jliirine iSicliDiiary. mi)% 
** Raking a ship is the act of rafimnuiding ii ship on ihe «*r 
head, so as that the balk shall scour the wlioli* iefj'*lh nf iier 
decks ; which is mw of the most difigtrotis fnckknh ifi&t ran 
happen in a naval action/* — Ed. I?7S« 

Ilarkf km sail] I think we ilioidd reiu! ei liter i-aii m 
kmi, instead of sail— Mriseri. 

Mason Is niuloubiedly right | and il Is only wnntlrrftti iii»i iIh* 
previooB commentators cookl suffer the rmnsense of the #W fr^i fa 
stand unnoticed. ThtiOTOerous corrnptiofis of icclifiica! 
terms in the folios are iiol to be wonderctl al# 

4 - - 
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Duke. Now fortune and my cause ! 

AlarL Be bold and conquer ! [Exeunt. 

[Charge, trumpets and shot within. A sea Jight 

Enter Master and Boatswain. 

Master. They’ll boartl us once again ; they are 
tough and valiant. 

Boats. Twice wc have blown ’em into th’ air like 
feathers, 

And made ’em dance. 

Master. Good boys ! fight bravely, manly ! 
They come on yet; clap in her stern, and yoke’em."'^ 

Enter Gunner. : 

Gun. You shall not need ; I have provision for 
’em ; 

ixt ’em board once again ; the next is ours. 
Stand bravely to your pikes ; away, be valiant ! 

I have a secoml course of service for ’em, 

Shall make the bowels of their bark ache, boy! 
The duke fights like a dragon. Who dares be idle ? 

— Charge) trumpets, pieces go off, 

^ Yoke Y‘w*] Sympson supposes this corrupt, aucl imagioes we 
should read rake Yoke may mean, lying aiottg-side 

0 /’ Vj;i, so as to light with small arms ; upon which the Gunner 
says, lYii sMH mii need ; I hate provision for ""m, — Ed, 177^* 
"The okl text is certainly right, and may be a direction to fasten 
the eneinyY ship to their own hj grappling-irons^ which is con- 
stantly done in board 
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SCENE IL 


jilmthir Part 0/ the Ship. 


Enter Mlaskr, Eoatsu dhi . 

Master. Down with ’em! stow ’em in ! 
jBr;a/.y. Cut their throats ! 

’Tis brotherhood to ilintt ’em into th' .sea. 

The duke is hurl, .so is his lovely daughter 

Maitia. Wc iiave llie day jett 

Enter Gmner. 

Gtm, Pox fire 'em ! 

They have snmketl us; never such plumbs yet flew. 
Boats. They have rent the ship, and bored a huii- 
drea holes ; 

She swims still lustily. 

Master. She made a brave fight ; ami she shuU 
be cured, 

Atid make a braver yet. 

Bring 113 some cans up ; 

£ am hot as nre. 

Enter Be^ with three cans. 

Book. I am sure I am none o’ th’ coolest. 

Gun. My cannons rung like bells. Hcrc’s’to inj 
^ mistress! 

The dainty sweet brass minion split their fore-mast ; 
She never fail’d. ■ 
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Masfer. Ye did all well and trulj', 

Like laithful honest men. 

Boals. But is she ricli, master ? 

£Trumpet,Jiourish. 

Enter Duke wounded, Martca, Sailors, and Ymo- 
EET Prisoner. 

Mfasier. Rich for my captain’s purpose liowso- 
ever. 

And we are his. — How bravely now he shews, 
Heated in blood and anger ! — How do you, sir ? 
Not wounded mortally, I hope ? 

Duke. No, master; 

But only wear the livery of fury. — 

I am hurt, and deep: ■ ' [Jside. 

3faster. My mistress too? 
jUart. A scratch, man ; 

My needle would ha’ done as much.— Good sir. 

Be provident and careful ! 

Duke. Pr’ythee, peace, girl ; 

This wound is not the first blood I have blush’d in. 
Ye fought all like tall men;* my thanks among ye. 
That speaks not what my purse means, but my 
tongue, soldiers. — 

Now, sir, to you that sought me out, that found me, 
Tliat found me what 1 am, the tyrant’s tyrant ; . 
A'ou that were imp’d,® the weak arm to his folly. 
You are welcome to your death i 

8 Fm foaght like tail men.} Tall, in this and mtmerous other 
instances, means krate. In Shafcspeare’s time, it seems to 
have been considered as an affected phrase, but appears afterwards 
to liave got into very coiiinion use. 

^ You that u'cre imp’d, the weak arm to hisjollj/,] That is, you 
who were set forth, or put on this enterprise by him ; a metaphor'' 
from the technical phrase a hawk, or inserting feathep#,___ 

in his wings artificially, inshi^d of those he had lost in a combat * 


Hr, i (to expect it; 

And therefore need no cumplinient, Init wait it. 
Duki’. Thon horest the face once ofa rioljic p:en- 
tlcman, 

Rank'd in the first fde of the virtuous, 

By every hopeful spirit .shewVI and pointed 
Thy count ry ‘skive ; one that advanced herhonoui, 
Not tainted with the iiase and servile use.s 
The tyrant ties men's souKs to. dVU me, Virolet, 
If shame have not forsook ihec, wit!? thy ciedit - - 
J’ir. No more of. these lacks! w’hat I an?, 1 a???. 
I hope not to go free with poor confessions; 

Kor if I shew ill, will I seen? a monster, 

By making my mind prisoner i Do your worst : 
When I ca?ne out to deal with ymt, I cast it. 

Only tho.se base intiictions fit fur slaves, 

Because I am »• 

D«Ar. Thou art none ! 

Thou wast w!?iie thou stood’st good ; thou’rt rittw 
a villain, 

And agent for the devil ! 

Fir. That tongue lies ! 

Give me my sword ag:iin, and .stand all Jirm’d ; 

Til prove it on yc ail, 1 an? a gentle???:in, 

A ?nan its fair in honour — Rate youi' prisoner.s: 
How poor and like a pedag(?gue it ,shew.s, 

I low far from nobleness ! ’Tis t'air, you may kill us ; 
But to defame your victory with ibul language — 
Dtd'e. Go fling him overboard. TU teach you, 
sirrah 

Fir. You cannot teach me to die. I could kill 
you now 

With patience, in d^^sing all your crucllic.s. 

And n?ake you choke with’ anger. 

Away, I say ! , 

>-3jfort. Stay, sir ; he 'feil'"giv«i you such bold 

language:;'. 
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I am not reconciled to him yetj and therefore 
He sliall not hive his wish observed so nearly, 

To die wiien he please ; I beseech you stay, sir. 
Duke. Do with him what thou wilt. 

Mart. Carry him to the bilboes/ 

And clap him fast there, with the prince- 
Vb\ Do, lady ; 

For any death you give I am bound to bless you. 

{Ei'emit ViEOLET and Sailors. 
Mart. Now to your cabin, sir, (pray lean upon 
me) 

And take your rest ; the surgeons wa.it all for you. 
Duke. Thou mak’st me blush to see thee bear 
thy fortunes. 

Why, sure I have no hurt; I have not fought sure? 
Master. You bleed apace, sir. 

Mart. You grow cold too. 

Duke. I must be rul'd. No leaning! 

I^Iy deepest wounds scorn crutches. 

AIL A brave general ! {Flourish trumpets, cor jieis. 

{Exeunt. 


— iht bilboes*] Tiiii is ex|>!aloo4 by Steevens^ a bar of 
wiili feitew tniioxed to by whicfi inutimms aiicl dboixierly 
sailurs were anciently linked logetber/^ See Reed's Shakspeare, 
Vf>b XVni. p. M*5, where a llgtire of bilboes, taken In the Spa-* 
Dish tinnada, still preserved in the Tower, is given. The word is 
in the insinunent is not exactly the same. 




Enter itco Haikrs 


1 SsUur. Will they not moor her 

2 Sailor. Not tiil \vc come to th“ fort j 
This is too weak a place for mir defences. 

The carjuniters are hard at work ; shesiWims tVcU, 
And may hold out another light, T'h« »hi|» we took 
Burns there, to gi%'e ns ligh't. ' *\.- 

] Sailor. She made a Inave fight ' 

2 Sailor. She put ns all in fear, 

1 Smhr. Beshrew my heart, did she. 

Her men arc gone to Candy ; they are pepper'd, 
All hut this prisoner. 

2 Sailor. Sure he’s a brave fellow. 

1 Sailor. A stubborn knave, hut we have pull’d 

his bravery. 

[ViROLET and Ascasio dimAtred in the bidms. 
Look, how he looks now ! Come, let’s go serve his 
diet, 

Which is but bread and water. 

2 Saikr. He’irgrow fat o!tt*t,*[i!.m(Mi' Sailom. 
Asca. I mustconlesslhaveendured much misery, 

Even almost to the ruin of my spirit ; 

But ten times moit grows my affliction, • 

To find m? friend here. 
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Scene III.] 

Or honestiesj as we have seiwed our follies, 

We had not been here now. 

Jsc. Tis too true, Virolet. 

Kir. An<i yet my end m venturing for your safety 
Pointed at more than Ferrand’s will, a base one ! 
Some service for mine own, some for my nrition, 
Some for my friend ; but I am rightly paid, 

That durst adventure such a noble olhce, 

From the most treacherous command of mischief : 
You know him now. 

Jli'C. And when I nearer knew him, 

Then wiien I waited, Heaven be witness with me, 
(And, if I lie, my miseries stilMoad me !) 

With what tears 1 have woo’d him, with what 
prayers, 

W’hat weight of reasons I have laid, what dangers, 
(Then, when the people’s curses tlew like storms. 
And every tongue was whetted to defame him) 

To leave his dotdrts, his tyrannies, his slaughters, 
His fell oppressions! I know I was hated too. 

Kir. Am\ all mankind that knew him. These 
confessions 

Do HO good to the world, to Heaven they may : 
Let’s study to die well ; we have lived like cox- 
combs. 

Jsc. That my misfortune should lose you too ! 
plr. Yes ; 

And not only me, but many more, and better ; 

For my life, ’tisnot this ; or might I save yours, 
And some brave friends I have engaged, let me go * 

It were the meritorious death I wish for ; 

But we must hang, or drown like whelps. 

Asc. No remedy ? 

Fir. CJn my part, I expect none. I know tlie 

man, , . . 

And know he has been nettled to the quick too] Y 


"triE DOUBLK iAvilL 
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I know his nature. 

J.st\ A tnost crat l nature ! 

Hr. His wroiijjs have bred liiiii up; I cannot 
biaint: him, 

rise. He hi’is a daughter torn the greatest .sconier, 

Am! most insulter upon misery 

I ir. For those, they are toys to laugh at, not to 
lead men. 

A woman's mirth or anger, like a meteor, 
filidch and is gone, and leaves no crack behind it : 
.Our miseries would seem like masters to us, 

Auil shake our manly spirits into fevers, 

If we respected those ; the more they glory, 

-And raise insulting tn»phics on our ruins, 

The more our virtues siiine in patience. 

Sweet prince, the name of Death was never ter» 
fi blc ’ ' ' ■' ‘ 

To him that knew to live ; nor the loud torH^nt.- 
Of all atilietions, singing .as they swim, 

A gall of heart, but to a guilty ctmsciencc : 
Whilst westand fair,* though by a two-edged storm 
We ftnd untimely falls, like early rfwes, 

Bent to the earth, wc hear our native .sweetness. 
Jsc. CJood .sir, go on. 

Fir. ’tFhen we are little children, 

And cry and fret for every toy comes cross us, 


* IVMht m stand J'uir ; but % a <a'u.erfgfrf J0»r*a,] St» rsfgtii, 
i the firbt folio} the test is from the second. — The imutje inesju, to 

be conveyed in this and the two following lines o iiiieilifiifdr ; but 
there is some confusion ({-.erhaps corruption) in the e.'.prwion : 
I low can they fail, whilst they *<a«d/W>' f T/ii/ is preterubte to 
iutfin the present te.st; set perhaps somelhing is lott, sigmlying, 
tbat‘“ whilst we flourish, mr Hate is pnrfkttMy Ao«n«rn6/r ; bat 
sy'mt even fail, even our fall is glorit>us,”--iui, 

I’hf editors, with unpoelical prcctswii, cavil at this passage, iind 
how they can full whilst they stand lair ? But fa sfaad j'tiif 
Zy^meaa* only to ctmliaue virtaous.*— itiaiw, 

■ i-XK- 
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Scene III.] r^IAIlRIAGE. 

IJow swectl}' doVe shew when sleep steals on us ! 
When we f?ro\v iireat, Init our afiectioii n-rcater,’ 
And struixgle with this stubborn twin, horn with 
us. 

And tug and pull, yet still we find a giant ; 

Had we not then the privilege to sleep 
Our everlasting sleep, lie would make us idiots. 
The memory and monuments of good men 
Are more than lives ; and thougli their tombs want 
tongues, 

Yet have they eyes that daily sweat their losses, 
And such a tear from stone no time can value. 

To die both young and good arc Nature s curses. 
As the world says; ask Truth, they are bounteous 
blessings ; 

Tor then we reach at Heaven,, in our full virtues, 
And fix ourselves new'' stars, crown’d with our 
goodness. 

AtiC, You have double arm’d me— Hark ! what 
noise is this ? 

\$t range rniisic mfhin, hautfmys. 
What horrid noise ? Is the sea pleased to sing 
A hideous dirge to our deliverance r'^ 

Vir. Stand fast now, 

[ Within strange cries, hurrid noise, iritmpeis. 
Asc. I am fixed. 

J'ir. We fear ye not ; 

Let death appear in all shapes, we smile oir him. 

^ Jhii mr affeclions greater.] Affertim, as I read, or fasdon, is 
the siubborti Iwin horn with us, which would tmkc us idiots, if we 
pjave way to it, rather than free ourselves from its tyranny by the 
sleep of deatli. — Seward. 

* h ih'e sen pleased to sing ' ■ 

J hideous dirge to mr deliverance ?] That is, to their tleii* 
verance from captivity by deatb.—iUaso«* ■ , ■ 

12 


j^Mcr Mautia. 


y/.vi’. The hitiy now ! 

Vir. 'I'hc face o' tb’ masque h alU'r'd 
yisc, 'What will slie <lor 
Hr. Do what she can, I care. not. 
jIxc. Slic looks on you, sir, 

Vir, Rather she looks tlirough me ; 

But yet she stirs me not. 

Mart. Poor wretched slaves, 

Why <jo ye live ? or, if ye hoj)e for mercy, 

Why do not ye howl out, and fill the hold 
"With lamentations, cries, and base submissions, 
Worthy our scorn r 

Vir. Madam, you are mistaken ; 
iPc arc no $4ves to Wind Fortune; 
And if she had hef'eyesjiand durst be certaia, 
Certain our friend, I would not bow unto her; 

I would not cry, nor ask so base a mercy ; 

If you see any thing in our appearance, 

Worthy your sex’.s softness and your own glory, 
Do it for tliat, and let that good reward it ! 

Wc cannot beg. 

Mart, ril make you beg and imw too. 

Vir. Madam, for what ? 

Mart. For life ; and, wiicu you hope it, 

Then will I laugh and triumph on your baseness. 
Asc, Madam, ’tis true, there may be such a 
favour. 

And we may ask it too, ask it with honour; 

And thank you for that favour, nobly thank you, 
Though it be death ; but when we beg a base life, 

And beg it of your scorn 

Vir. You are cozen'd, woman ; 

Tour handsomeness may do much, but not this way; 


i 
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Blit for your glorious hate — ~ 

Mart. Are ye so stubborn ? 

’Death, I will make you bow ! 

Vlr. It must be in your bed then ; 

Th'ere you may work me to humility. 

Mart. I can kill thee. 

Vir, If you do it handsomely. 

It may be I can thank you ; else 

Mart. So glorious r* ' 

A,k. Her cruelty now works. 

May't. Yet woot thou? 

Vir, No. 

Mart. Wilt thou for life sake ? 

Vir. No ; I know your subtilty. 

Mart. For honour sake ? 

Vir. r will not be a pageant; 

My mind was ever firm, and so FI! lose it. 

Mari. I’ll starve thee to it ! 

ril starve myself, and cross it. 

Mart. Fil lay thee on such miseries 

Vir. Fll wear ’em, 

And with that wantonness you do your bracelets. 
Mart. I'll be a month a-killiiig thee. 

Vir. Ih>or lady ! 

I'll be a month a*dying then : What’s that? 
There’s many a calenture out-does your cruelty. 

Mart. How might i do in killing of his bo%. 
To s.'ive his noble mind? Who waits there? 

Enter a Saiior, 'a-ith a rick cap and mantle. 

Sailor. Madam ? 

.Mart. Unbolt this man, and leave those things 
.behind you ; [Virolet released. 


s So sloriuusf] i. e. frond, the French meaning of ghrieux. 
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4s littE^rioUBLE 

And so away !■ — Now, put 'cm mi. * [&<’# AVd/ftr, 
I'ir. To what end ? 

Mart. To iny end, to mv will. 

Vir, I win. the cap tind manth 

Jllart. I thank you, 

Vir, Xay, now you thunk me, I'll dn mure ; I’ll 
tell you, 

I am a servant to your courtesy, 

And so far will be woo'd ; but' if this triumph 
Be only aim'd to make your imschief ^j^lorious. 
Lady, you have put a richer shrmui upon me, 
"Which my strong mind shall sutler in. 

Mart. Come hither, 

And all thy bravery put into thy carriage;* 

For I admire thee. 

Hr. Whither will this woman? 

/hw. Take hccti, ,, , 

Martl'ljook as tlioni M:Orii’‘dst my cruelty t't; 

1 kttowThou dost. ' ^ ' 

Hr. I never fear'd nor llatter’d. 

Mart. No ; if thou hadst thou had.nt died, and 
I h.id gloried. 

I suffer now ; and thou, which art my prisoner, 
Mast nobly won the free power to despise me. 

1 love thee, and admire thee for thv noiilem'ss ; 
And, for thy manly sufferance, .am th}' .Ncrvaut. 
Fir. (lood lady, mock me not. 

Mari. By Heaven, I love ibec ! 

And, by the soul of love, am one piece with thee ! 

* And all thy bravery pal m(o thy former.] That i.., into t!>y 
hchaviour or conduct. I5y the whole line, she ttjenti*. u> n*i>ly tt> 
his previous speech, in which he aliucJes to the spieiniul aiiire 
which" she had furnished him with, and thanks her h»r tiu‘ rich 
shroud she had Ijcstowed upon him. Tu this s!»* repKo — “ Iha 
all thy lirmry into thy Uehaviour," in contradiction to l!« i>ra~ 
very (wliici), in old language, nteant gorgeous apparel) she hatl 
^supplied him with. 
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Thy mind, thy mind, thy brave, thy manly mind, 
(That, like a ifoek, stands all the storms of fortune, 
And beats’em roaring back, they cannot reach thee) 
That lovely mind I dote oh, not the body : 

That mind has robbed me of my liberty ; 

That mipd has darken’d all my bravery, 

Add into poor despised things turn’d my angers. 
Receive me to your love, sir, and instruct me j 
Receive me to your bed, and marry me ; 

I’ll wait upon yon, bless the hour I knew you ! 
Fir. Is this a new way ? 

3iart. If you doubt my faith, 

First, take your liberty, (III make it perfect) 

Or any..^i^,,witfe9n,aiiy|»ower'‘. ■■ 

Fin iioveyou: , ■ . \ 

Alas, I have 

Mart. Dearer than lam? 

That will adventure so much for your safety ? 
Forget her father’s wrongs, quit her own honour, 
Pull on her, for a stranger’s sake, all curses? 

Fir. Shall this prince have his freedom too? else 
ail 

I love if all my fri'ends perish. . • 

1* , Kjf.llj/ 

Mart. If th<m.^|||l^:i^' 

When I am dead w- ^ief f am forsaken, 

And no soft hand left to assuage your sorrows, 
Toq late, but too true, curse your own, cruelties ! 
_,.£te wise, if she be true ! no thread is left 

To guWe ’this labyriHtli of mischtief; . ' 

Mor BO way’iif dttir fnends. 

Fir. Thus theft I take you I . ,« ; ■ 

W »iy my love f ■ ;■ :v , , ' 

'Mitri i take yon, ' • " 

''VOt. Vrir. ■ 39” ■ 


SO THE DOUBLE [Act 11 

And with the like bond tie my heart your acrvan t. 
We are now almost at harbour; witliin this hour, 
In the dead watrh, Fli^have the long-boat ready, 
And when I give the word, be sure you enter. 

11! .see ye furnish’d both immediately, 

And like yourselves; ’ some trusty man shali wait 
you; 

The watch 11! make my own ; only my love 
Requires a stronger vdw, which 111 administer 
Before we go. 

Vin III take it, to confirm you. 

' Jftfr/. Go in ; there are the keys, unfeiilPlis 
fetters, ^ 

And arm ye nobly both. Hi be with you pfpiiiitly ; 
And so, this loving kiss. I* 

/isc. Be constant, lady. ■ 



S'CENE'^V. 


7%e Cabin in ihc same. 


Bnter Duke {ly torch, light) Mias ter and Surgeon 
mtk him. 

Sdig. You grow so angry, sir, your wound goes 
backward. 

Duke. I am angry at the thne, (at none of you) 
That sends but one poor subject for revenge : 

I woiild have all the coni% and all the villainy 
# ' ■ • 

Jnd Me yoarself.J The' gwunmar of this if«|aifw « 

dsBBge of numbers to keep Marti* from ultering Bowenw,— 
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Scene IV.] 

Was ever practised under that foul Ferrand, 
Tyrant® and all, to quench my wrath ! 

Mmier. Be patient ; 

Your gi ace may find occasion every hour 
(For certain they will seek you) to satisfy, 

And to the full, your anger. 

Duke, ’Death, they dare not ! 

They know that I command Death, feed his hun- 
ger, 

And when I let him loose* — — 

Surg. You’ll never heal, sir, 

If these extremes dwell in jmu ; you are old, 

And burn^our spirits out with this wild anger. 
Dide. Thou liest ! f am hot old ; I am as lusty 

And full of manly heat as them, or thou. art-- 

' more df 

Duke. And dare seek out a danger, 

And hold him at the sword’s point, when thou 
tremblest 

® tFdjjs etcr pmclkci under that foul F«rjfand, 

I’yraut and aU, to, &€.] These two last words (Ferranti and 
Tyrant] have changed their places ; we must read as I have altered 
the place.— -fyaiMioa. 

The editors Mve here adopted an ill'cooccived ameitdiaeat 
The old and fr«e reading is, 

** I would have all the court, and all the villainy 
Was ever practised under that foal Ferrand, 

Tyrant and all, to quench nay wrath !” 

What the Duke means to say is, that nothing could satisfy his 
wrath, but the destruction ot alt the court, all the villainy, and 
the tyrant himself. It is surprising that any commentators should 
think it necewary to amend a passage so very clearly expressed.— 
Mason, . ■ , , 

Mason*8 noreis a veiy judicious one; bat Sympson’s trams- 
position wwlrf, notwithstanding, render the text more cliwr. The 
eprruptioa of the pointing was committed in the a*««d folio 
widdb reads, ^ . 

Tyrant and all, to qucsch my fury." 


m 


Til' DOtTBLE 
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Aod crecp’st into thy box of salvet to save thee. — 
Oh, master, I have had a dreadful dream to-night ! 
Methought the ship was ail on fire, and my loved 
daughter, 

To save her life, ieap’d into the sea ; where sud- 
denly 

A stranger snatch’d her up, and swam away with 

her. 

Mmter, ’I’was hut the lieat o' th’ fight, sir. 
Boais. IWifhin.} Lookout! what is that? 

. &iik)r. Iffithijitl The long-boat, as 1 live I 
Bo&ts. iWiihm.l Ho, there, i’ th’ long-boat ! ho ! 
Saiior. fWithm*} She claps on all her oars. Hoy !* 
Duke, What noise is that r 
3Jastei\ I hear, sir- * 


Bisais. The devil, or his dam. 

Why the long'boatl 
WlMSf e as the long-boat I 
Btmfi* She’s stolen oC 


• [&iV. 

Hail her again, 


•5 Sktekpsun,allhtroar», Mopfj Thejc wonts sfcaml in laS'iysi'’ 
copy as a stage-direction ; but are «ot iimtrtcd at all it> the tV» 
followiBg editions. Syropson, we think with judginew, iil^osw 
they were originally a part of the JCd. 

* Duke, ff'iitt «OMc it tkal 9 

Maater. J fair, air.^ TWa reply of MilKir*s is net atni*. 
Thiiai'If^'wonis'Bmko pwt «f the Dulie*ii speedh-*- - ' , ' > / 

” What noise it that 
• - , ' 'I h»M, sir 

"this amendment is very tautoJo^K^t The test is no 
and if ai^ sanation were i»e«9»aiy,' I woaW prefer (m 
iflamediatiily goes upon deck) mMinf--. 


iiut noiiMiisc ; 
the Matter 




'••rahe9T,mr' 
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Enter Master. 

. Duke. Who stole her? 

Oh, my prophetic soul ! * 

Master, y our daughter’s gone, sir, 

The prisoners, and six sailors : Rogues ! 

Duke. Mischief! six thousand plagues sail with 
’em ! 

They are in her yet ; nrake out. ° 

Master. We have ne’er a boat. 

Enter Gunner. 

Gm. Who knew o£,.tbi9‘:’trjGki; .. ' 

Emts. We ha’ no wind, sir : 

They’ll beat us with their oars. 

I)uke. Then sink ’em, gunner ! 

Ob, sink ’em, sink ’em, sink ’em, claw ’em, gunner, 
As ever, thou hast loved me ! 

Gun. rn do reason ; 

But I’ll be bang’d before I hurt the lady. 

Duie, Who knew of this ? ,/ ' 't;* 

[Trumpets. Jpkceartmgaoj: 
Master. We stand all clear. 

Duke. What devil 

Put this base trick into her tail? My daughter. 
And run away with rogues ! 1 hope she’s sunk, 

[A ptece or two go (01 
Or torn to pieces with the shot. Rots find her I 
The leprosy of whore stick ever to her ! * ^ 

* 01^ wjf pmpketie Tlits is borrewed JtQm 

Sfti^${>€are\ Hamlet s ■ ' ' 

my pr^itik $mi I Mf iiRciel 
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Oh, she has rum’d my revenge ! 

■ ; €:• ■ ■ 

Enter Gunner, 

Gun, She is gone, sir ; 

I cannot reach her with my shot. 

Duke, Rise, winds ! 

Blow till ye burst the air, and swell the scus, 
Tliat they may sink the stars ! Oh, dance Ijer, dauee 
® 'her*! 

She’s impudently wanton; dance her, dance her, 
Mount her upon your surges, cool her, cool her ! 
She runs hot like a whore ; cool her, cool her ! 
Oh, now a shot to sink her ! — Come, cut cables ! 
J will away ; and where she sets her foot, 
Although it be in Ferrand’s court. Til follow her ; 

sir, 

<?tt#'And the same cup you taste- ' . 

Duke. Cut cables then ; 

For I shall never sleep, nor know what peace is, 
Till Ijhave pluck’d her heart out. 

AIL [riVW] Amain there! [Ereimt 
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Act 1 1 r.] 


ACT HI. SCENE I. 


4 Room in the Palace. 


Enter 'Shm.kUD, Ronvebe, Gastuuccio, Villio, 
and Guards 

Ronv, You are too geiitpji sir* \Fkurkh comets. 
Per. You are .,too,-C4ifldteffl,:i*<' - ■' "■ 

The creatures I have made no way regard me : 
Why should I give you names, titles of honour, 
Itob families to fill your private houses, 

For your advancement draw ail curses on me, 
Wake tedious winter-niglits to make them happy 
That for me break no slumber ? 

Rom. What we can, 

We dare do. . , 

• Per. Why is your sovereign’s life thed'^''. .. 

(Ipt which you live, and in whose fall youf honours. 
Your wealth, vour pomp, your pride, and all must 
suffer) 

No better guarded? Ob, my cruel stars, 

That mark’d me out a king, raising me on 
This pinnacle of greatness, only to be 
The nearer blasting ! — • ^ . 

Vittio. What think you now, Castruccio ? • 

, impart to him. 

Is not this a merry life ? ' . ' 

Cast. Still thou art cozen’d : ■ ■ 

It is a glorious rpyal discontentment ! 

•# 


1»HE DOUBLE 


[Act hi. 


m 

How bravely it becomes him !— 

Fer, To be made » * 

The common butt, for every slat'c to shoot at ! 
No peace, no rest I take, but their alarums 
Beat at my heart ! Why do I live, or seek tiien 
To add a day more to these glorious troubles,? 

Or to trhat end, when all I can arrive at, 

Is but the summing up of fears and sorrows? 
What power has my commami, when from nty bo- 
som 

Ascanio, my most dear anti loved Ascanio, 

Was snatch’d, ’spite of my will, ’spite of my succour. 
And by mice own proud slave retain'd inostiniser- 

And still that villain livei to nip iny pleasures, 

It being not witijin my power to reach him. ^ 

* FaR. JBl ine no more ! 

1 faint '|Seath the btirthen of my cares, 

And yiifimyself most wretched. 
jR<wv.®n my knees 

I beg it^foighty sir, vouchsafe me hearing. 

.if.Fer, Spciwk, speak j and I thus low, such is my 
fortune, 

Will hear what thou canst say. — ^ 

VUiio. |x>®k but on this i [Jpari t^jG^kVtnmcio, 
Has not a tiMslt has but ine%ni keep 
A hawk, a greyhound," and a hpntlogiiag, 

More pleasure, than thiskingl,; 

A dull Ibol still :l y. . 

Mate me .a king, and le|'Pie scratch with care, 
And see who’ll have the better; pive^me rule, 
Command, obedience, pleasure of a king, 

And let the devil roar t . . The greatest conrosi ve 
A king can, have, in.pf more precious tickling, 
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And, handled to the height, more dear delight, 
Than other men’s whole lives, let *em be safe toa 
Villio, Think of the mutinous people. 

Cast. Hang the people i 
Give me the pleasure, let me do all, awe all, 

Enjoy their wives and states at my discretion. 

And peg ’em when I please, let the slaves mumble. 
Villio. But say they should be %’ex'd, and rise 
against thee ? 

Cast. Let ’em rise, let ’em rise ; give me the bridle 
here, 

And see if they can crack my girths : Ah, Villio, 
Under the sun there’s nothing so voluptuous 
As ridii^ of this monster, founder, — 

jFfef., Who’s that 'SO' loud i ' 

Cast. 'r L; .’5" 

Kings’ looks make Pythagoreans ; is not this 
A happiness, Villio ? 

Villio. Yes, to put to silence 
A fawning sycopliant. — ^ 

E’er. Thou speak’st truth in all j [Tb Rci^pb£ 
And mercy is a vice, when there needs 
Which I with all severity will practise; •* 

And three, jas subjects they pay not obe#M|| ^ 
Theysbtil’be forced as slaves : I will rei!i^p^'''4v 
lliei r means to hurt, and, wi th the meansj.hil'fers.--, 
Go jmu, the fatal executioners' ' ' 

Of my commands, and in our name proclaim, 

That from this hour I do forbid all meetings. 

All private conferences in the city : 

To feast a neighlbour, shall be death ; to talk, 

As they meet m the streets, to hold discourse ^ 
By writing, nay by signs. See this performed,* ■ 
And I will call your cruelty, to those 
That dare repine at this, to roe true service. 
I^Cmrd. This makes for us. 

% Gt^d. Ay, now we have employfflents 






THE DOUBLE 


[Act IIL 


1 f we grow not rich,’t\verc fit we sboiiUl be beggars. 
Fer. Konverei « iE^ritOmird. 

Mmiv. My lord r speak apuri. 

Cast. Thou enemy to majesty, 

Wliat think'st thou of a king? ' 

As of a man 

'I'hat hath power to do ill. 

Cast. Of a thing rather 
That does divide an empire with the gods. 
Observe but with how little breatii he shakes 
.A populous city, which would stand usunoved 
Against a whirlwind. 

Viliio. Then you make him more 
Than him that rules ,|yhe wimis. 

Cast. For me, I dlb''profess it, 

Were I oficr'd to he any thing on earth, 

wntHwame* 11)4'? A. 

a 3 t thoughts, slave, thy though is, and tfaly, 
more ! 

They rather 'Will deserve 
YouiMFOur, than your fury. 1 admire 
(As mMo does not, that is a loyal subject r) * 
YoirMFisdom, power, your perfect happiness, 

The most blesski of mankind. 

Fer. Didst thou but feel 
The weighty sorrows that sit on a crown* 

Though thou ahouldst find one in the streets, Ca*- 
triiedio, „ ' , 

Thou wouldst not think it worth the taking up ; 
But since thou art enamour’d of niy fortune, 

Thou shall ere long taste of it. 

Cast. But one day, 

And then let me expire ! 


' r f¥fiai ttdnhi iiou of a Sdngaom .3 «»(J conUxt «plH* 
’y require us to read for kingdm.-»S4., I??S. ' ' 
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Set's E I.] 

Fer. Go to my wardrobe, 

And of the richest things i wear cull out 
What thou think'st fit. Do you attend him, sirrah. 

IIL I warrant you I shall be at his elbow ; 

The fool will never leave him, 

CasL Made for ever ! 

[Exit mth Y into. J shout wiiMn. 
J'h\ What shout is that? Draw up our guards. 

Enter Virolet, Ascanio, and aSert'ant^ 


Ronv. Those rather 
Speak joy than danger. 

Bring her to my h 
I would not have her seefCPere. 

The most desired of all men, let me die 
In these embraces ! How wert thou redei|m’d i 
Jsc. Sir, this is my preserver, 

Fer. At more leisure 
I will inquire the manner and the means 1 
I cannot spare so much time now from mj 
More strict embraces. — Virolet, welcome 
This service weighs dowti your intended i 
You long have been mine enemy ; learn 
To be my Friend, and loyal j I ask no more. 

And live as free as Feitand,— iet him have 
The forty thousand crowns I gladly pi-oraised 
For my Ascanio's freedom ; and deliver 
His father and his wife to him in safety. 
Something hath pass’d which 1 am sorry for, 

But ’twill not now be help’d. — Come, my Ascanio, 

* speak Jo^ than danger. 

Bring her to mg home.} Tl»c division of this line proves that 
I licinislichs Should be given to different persons, as was done 
Bward. In die folios die whole was given to Ronvere. The 
speech, as he observes, reklea to Martia. 

J 
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And reap the harvest of my winter-travels. 

My best Ascanio, my most- loved Ascanio ! 

[Flourish trumpets. Exeunt FERRANoa^d As- 

CAKiO. 

Vir. My lord, all former passages forgot, 

I am become a suitor. 

JRonv. To me, Virolet ? 

Fir. To you ; yet will not beg the courtesy, 
But largely pay you for it. 

To the purpose. 

Fir. The forty thousand crowns the king hath 
given me, * 

I will bestow on you, if by your’ means 
I may have liberty for a divorce 
Between me and my wife. 

Monv. Your Juliana? 

That nobly ? 

laoiiii toV' -ii'watt-lle «o. 

will not hinder it.— Without a bribe, 

For :^P! own ends, I would have further’d this,— 
I wilwe all my power. 

Firl’Tis all f ask.— 

Oh, !!§' curs’d fate, that ever man should hate 
Himself for being beloved ! or be compeli’d 
To cast away a jewel kings would buy, 

Though with the loss of crown and monarchy t 

. ; . [JSjn?«ii4 
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SCENE H. 


J Simt. 


Enter Duke of SessOf jUaster^ Boatswaittf and Ga«- 
tier, disguised. 

Duke. How do I look ? 

Jfa«#€r. You are so strai^ljf alter^, 

We scare® caa.kiww you^ and 

utterly ’ ' 

From that you were, figure, or any favour, 

Yo tr friends cannot discern, you. 

Duke. I have none, ' ' 

None but my fair revenge, and let that kiioV me ! 
You are finely altefd too. 

Moats. To please your humour : 

But without disguise 

Was Tuisy^t i,a .IHeir element.' 

Gun. Wis Jew sure, ' 

Tlmt alter’d you, is a maid' hnaVi." ’ , 

Duke, Oh, a most excellent fellow ! 

Gun. How he has mew’d your head, has rubb’d 
the snow off, 

And ran your beard into a peak of twenty ! 

JBm$s. Stopt all the crannies in your face. 
Master. Most rarely ! 

•Moats. And now you look as plump, your eyes 
as sparkling, 

A|,if you were to leap into a lady’s saddle. 

Has he not set your nose awry ? 
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JDiife. The better. 

JBmts, I think it be the better, but ’tis awry sure ; 
North anil by East, ay, there’stiie point itstaniisin; 
Now half a point to' the Southward. 

Duke. I couki laugh, 

But that my business requires no mirth now ; 
Thou art a merry fellow. 

Mmts. I woukl the Jew, sir, 

Could steer my head right; for I have such a 
swimming in’t, 

Ever since I went to sca first _ 

■ Mmten Take wine, and purge it. 

Boats. I have had a thousand pills of sack, a 
thousand, 

A thousand pottie-pills. 

Gun Take more. 

next fair open weather ihetlbi^ks 
this Jew,* 

(If hcLwere trulv known to founder’d courtiers. 
And decay’d Idtlies, that have lost their fleeces, 
On every bush,) he might pick'a pretty living. 
Boats. The best of ail our gallants now be glad 

of him ; 

Mmien The fair open mmilm , , 

MitMnki iki» Jmf *• 

^ If wit tmM i0 fmmder'i awtrlfer#*’ 

And iimfd kHm^ ik&i ime imi 

On frerjr lufl, le might pkk « pfttig^ iivmg^} Tlie irmispd* 
silioti of ibe words^ Tie mMiJmr tteaf^ert ha* coiifattudrf 
the seme of ibis pmm§b in all ibe pisl» t j&c*^ 

fiorl at 1778* 

lesl editors plare iheie mmimfttt ** On ettff lift 

tlie parenihesis nm itilrodweei readers ibe tmimpwtiofi irne* 
cessa^r}N After il| tbair Bietukg i» very otecare ; »ad froia tiie 
way ia which ^Ibe fimi liatfa priated ia lie ari^atl copy^ 1 sms* 
feci mmz osaisiioa lo itfH tilea pliccf 


Scene II.] iSL-lRillAGE. f)$ 

I ■ For, if you mark tlieir marches, they arc tender, 
Soft, soft, ami tender; then butobseree their bodies:' 
And you shall find them cenrented by a surgeon, 

5 Or some physician, for a year or two, 

And tlien to ih’ tub again,® for a new pickle. 

Tiiis Jew miglit live a Gentile here. 

‘ Enter iw& Citizens at apposite doon\ setinting afar of. 

i Dttke. What arc these ? 

: Stand close and mark. , 

, Boats. Tijcse are no men ; they arc motions, 

i Duke. What sad and ruthfui faces ! 

Boats. How they duck ! 

■ This senseless, silent courtesy, methinks, 

I' Shewk Rke twoiTurks saiutiagcMie:.ai«>ttei',T ■ 
y Upon two French porters’ backs. 

Duke. They are my countrymen, 

I Am! this some forced infliction from the tyrant — 
What are you ? W’hy is this wliy move thus sifenf, 
As if you were waudVing shadows ? why so sad? 
Your tongues seal'd up? Areyeof sev’trafeountries, 
You understand not one another? 

!: Gun*. 'That’s an Englishman ; 

He looks as though he had lost his dog. 

Duke. Your habits 

: Shew you all Neapolitans ;* and your faces 

Deliver you oppressed things : Speak boldly 1 
[ Do you groan and labour under this stiflF yoke ? 

I Mnster. They shake their heads and weep, 

s Duke. Oh, misery ! 

I, Give plenteous sorrows, and no tongues to shew 
; ’em ? 

i ■ . This is a studied cruelty. 

j: * io th' tub An allusion to die swat’tng tub, 

‘ then 'a Bnit'ersal wrardy for the venereal tUwas-. 

'•y 
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1 Cit. Begone, sir,' 

(It seems you are a stranger) andfSave yourself. 

2 Cii. Yon wonder here at us as mucli we won- 

der 

To hear you speak so Ojseuiy and b?>itlly, 

The king’s command being published to the con- 
trary : 

•’Tis death Isere, above two to talk together ; 

And that must be but common salutation neither, 
Short, and so part, * 

Boats. How should a man buy mustard, 

If he be forced to stay the making of it ? 

Sold. IWkim.} Clear all the streets before the 
king ! 

1 Cit. Get off, sir, 

And shift as we must do. Citizem. 

Duke, nt see his glory. {Fburuk. 

Mmter. Standi fait Mow, and like imcsu 

, - -f ‘ 

Enter CASTitcccio, habited m Kmg, with a Cmrd 
and Cokurs, mid Villw. 

* Cast. Begin the game, sir, 

And pluck ine down the row of houses there ! 
They hide the view o’tlfhili ; and sink those mer- 
chants ; 

Their ships arc foul, and .stink, 

i| a sweet |outh i „ 

€i»rt taken in aaseinbljes, 

Their houses itidi their wives, their wealths, are 
forfeit. 

Their lives at your devolioa.— Villains, knaves. 
I’ll make you bow and shike ! FH makeyou kneel, 
rogues! — 

How brave tis to be a 'king ! ' • 

Gun. ^Here's fine tumbling! 

Cast, * Ko man shall sit i’ th’ temple near another 
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Boafs. Noriic with liis own wife. 

Cast. Aii, u^snn pain 
Of present death, forget to write ! 

Jhais. 'i'hat’s excellent ; 

Carriers jukI footposts will be arrant rebels. 

Cast. No character, or stamp, that may deliver 
This man's intention to that man i’ th’ country. 
Gwh Nay, an you cut olF, “ After ray hearty 
commendations, 

Your friend and Oliver,” no more! 

Cast. No man smile, 

And wear a face of mirth 1 That fellow’s cunning, 
And hides a double heart; he’s your prize; smoke 
him. It: /, ... '..'-v. 


Enter Vi»o»t, RowvKttiB^ A»CA®ri«i”«iW'MAitTtA, 
passing met. 

i)uke. What base abuse is this ? — Ha ! ’tis her 
face sure. 

My prisoners with her tooP^By Heaven, wild 
whore,® 

Now i.s my time ! , • . ■ '''V'.,.- 

Master^ Do what you will. '<»■, ;) " 'r- - - 

Duke. Stay, hold yet I- i'C.'A.'Vpr# i--''. 

My country should be served Bistj^leiifher' go ! 

Well have an ho«r:fof bertremb^ 

Now shew ourselves,’ and bless you with your va- 
lours. 


WiM 1 have a small sii^kiou here that mide is <the 

true retcliiig, ’ bill I have not fenlhreii to ilisiurb the text 
Symmm* ' * " 

'file ksi editors, more feoWlj than Syiolpsoii dboae to act, in* 
irocloce liiB*vtrialion i but is long as tbeie' Is my sense in tie oW 
it Is alwiiys prefembie to modern conleolpi;^. “ 
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Guard, Here’s a whole plump’ erf rogues. 

VlHOlET, 

. Ditke. Now for your country ! 

Cast. Away with ’em, and liang 'em ! know no 
. mercy, * ■ 

I say no mercy I 
JDuke. Be it so ; upon ’em ! 

l^te^ seise CASTBcccm mid Vitmo. 
Guard, Treason, treason, treason ! 

Boats. Cut the slaves to giggets ! 

Gun. Down with the hullbeefs ! 

Duke. Hold, hold, I command you ! Gods, look 
here ! 

Cast. A miserable thing; I am no king, sir. 
Duke. Sirrah, your fool’s face has preserved your 
life. 

Wear no more, king’s coats ; you have ’scanotl ft 

Boats, Is’t not the king ? , ' , 

Duke. No, *tis a prating rascal ; 

The puppy makes him mirth. ^ 

Cast. Yes, sir, I am 
A puppy. 

jSfoa/5. I beseech you let me hang him ; 
ril do’t in my belt straight. 

Cast. As you are honourable ! 

It is enough you may hang me. 

Gm. ifl hang a squib at's tail 
That shall blow both his buttocks, like a petar.® 
Cast. Do any thing j but do not kill me, gen - 
tlemen. 


’ PlunyB.J This word was oti^tially applied to a night of *»ter- 
fowl, but was afterwards used for » congregated body of people. 

® Prfar.J A kind ef small mortar. 
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■ Enter Citizen. 

Boats. Lets flea him, 

And liave isim fly-blown ! 

Gt. Away, and save your lives I e 

The isimself is coming on : If you stay, 

You arc lost for ever ! Let not so much nobleness 
Wilfully perish. 

Duke. How near ? 

2 Cit. He’s here behind you. 

Duke. We thank you. vanish ! 

[EjeeuntaU but C&.&'smcciQ,Yii.i.m,andGmrds, 

Enter Fereand and Ro^'fm£.''''[Mourkk'a)rnets. 

Fer. Double the guards, and take in men that 
dare ! 

These slaves are frighted. Where are the proud 
rebels ? 

To what protection fled ? Wliat villain leads ’em ? 
Under our nose disturb our rest ? 

Rohv. We shall hear ; 

For such a search I have sent, to hunt the traitors. 

Fer. Yet better men, IsayJ Westandtooopen. — 
How now, Castruccio ? How ddyoii Kke bur glory? 
Cdi'L I must confess, 'twas somewhat more than 
my match, sir. 

This open glory agrees not with my body ; 

But if it were i' th’ castle, or some strength, 

Where I migiit have my swinge 

Fit. You have been swinged, brother; 

How these delights have tickled you ! You itch 
.yet. ' ' ’ 

Will you walk out again in pomp ? 

Cmf. Ciood fool ! 
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f% These rogues must be rebukSti, they arc too 
.saucy, ' 

These pereiuptory knaves, Wili \-ou walk out, sir, 
And take the remnant of your coronation r 
'I'he fK’ople stay to see it, 

/‘fr«* Do not vex him ; 

He has grief enough iifs bones. Vmi shaii to tif 
dtade!, 

And like myself command : There use your plea- 
sure; 

Put take hec«l to your person. 

FiL The more danger, 

Still the more honour, brother. 

Cast. If I reign not then, 

And like a king—And thou shalt know it, fooi, 
AtuI thou shalt fee! it, fool. 

ni sne for t prot€«tio% *mt 11^ reign out. 
>t;i%(«',c:The people have abusetl the liberty ' 

I late allowed ; I now proclaim it stmiter : 

No ineti shall walk together, nor salute ; 

For they that do shall die. 

Emv. You hit the right, sir ; 

That liberty cut off, you are free from piactice.*' 
Fer. llenew my guards. 

Mom. I shall. . • 

Fer. And keep strict watches. . 

One hour of joy I ask ! .-.v,-; 'rv- 

Mom. You shall l»ve many# 

Fkurkk eoritets. 

S’ 'fVwrie.J itiiai b«cB ataervdi more than omre, t&at t|)i- 
word wss used for trc»sonafe!t 'pmetkes, stratagems, dec. 
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SCENE ni. 


A Room hi Viroiet’s House. 


Enter Panduepho liana, ied % iztv of ike 
Guards, as not yet J'ldl^ recovered. 

1 Guard. You are now at liberty, in your own 
bouse, iady, 

And here our charge takes end. 

Pand. ’Tis now a custom, 

Y e njiist even woo tliose men deserve worst of us; 
And so we thank your labours ; there’s to drink ! 

{Gircs money. 

Por that and mischief are your occupations. 

And to mean well to no man your chiefest harvests, 
g Guard. You give liberally j we hope, sir, ere’t 
be long, ■ , ' ; ' 

To be oftener acquainted with your bounty ; 

And so we leave you. 

Pand. Do, for I dote not on ye. 

Jui. But where’s my husband ? YHiat should I 
do here, 

Or what share have I in this joy called liberty, 
Without his company ? Why did you flatter me, 
And tell me he was return’d, his service honour’d? 
1 (xiiard. He is so, and stands high in tlie king’s 
favour, 

llis friends redeem’d, and his own liberty, 

a 
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From which yours is derived, confirm’d : Ids service 
To his own wish rewarded ; So fareweil, lady ? 

iKrvunf fruard. 

FmitL Go jjcrsecutc the gotjd, autl hunr, yu hc-il- 
hounds, 

Yc leeches of the time, suck fill ye burst, slaves !-■ • 
How does my girl * 

JhL Weak yet, but full of comfort. 

Pand. Sit down, and take srmie rest. 

Jul. My heart’s whole, father ; 

That joys and leaps, to hear my Virolet, 

My dear, my life, has conquer’d bis attlictions. 
Pand. Those rude hamls, and that bloody will 
that did 

That durst upon thy tender body print 

These characters pf cruelty, hear me, Heaven !•— 

■■‘M "V-. ' 

Lehigh T bdTst? ' ■ . 

And thoogh'the air had ears, and served the tyrant, 
Out it should go. Oh, hear me, thou great justice! 
The miseries that wait upon their mischiefs, 

Let them be numberless ! and no eye nify 
Them, when their souls are loaden, am! in labour, 
And wounded through and through with guilt ami 
horror, 

As mine is now with grief! let men laugh at 'em ' 
Then, when their monstrous sins, like earthquakes, 
shake ’em, 

And those eyes, that forgot Heaven, would look 
upw’ard, 

(The bloody larums of the conscienee beating) 
Let Mercy fly, and day* struck into darkness, 
Leave their blind souls, to hum out their own 
horrors'! 

Jul, Enough, enough S we must forget, clear fa- 
theri' v'" ' ■ ■ 
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For then we are glorious forrasof Heaven,’ and live, 
When we cari suffer, and as soon forgive. — 

But where's my lord r Methinks I have seen this 
house, 

And have been in’t before. 

JPmd, Thine own house, jewel. 

JuL !Mine, without him? or his, without my 
company ? 

I think it cannot be ; it was not wont, father. 
JPand. Some business with the king — Let it be 
good, Heaven ! — [Aside. 

Retains him, sure. 

JEnitr Locip. 

Jul It muat be good and noble ; 

For all men, that he treats with, taste of virtue: 
His words and actions are his own, and Honour’s, 
Not bought, nor compell’d froin him. 

Pand. Here’s the boy; 

He can confirm us more. How sad the child looks 1 
Come hither, Lucio ; how, apd where’s thy master? 
Jul Speak, boy, ^ 

* F^f gbri^^M If we 

are glorious forms of' Heawo, -lliei’' tO’-^ tore; 

l>y ike liere join'd to «re one womld imagine the po^ts de- 
sign'd to a'Hix different semes to these two venes, and be under- 
.blood tliiiSi— We ranst forget, for then we not only are, but con- 
tinue or remain to be gbriomjbms of Hmvm wkm^ Yet t 

suspci (and Mr Seward too) that the line might be wrote origi- 

Mr tkm we glorious form .ofMemen Un , 

five iiere^answering to the Latin which oftentimes is ho more 
liiati smh-^Si^mpsoii* ' ' ^ 

The pmpoml iineis a one*. in. the te,*£t1|-used em- 

'lihaiicaily, and ilie meawisg of this line and the ms.t is, We 
then truly enjoy life, when we pardon injuries, as Heaven forgiveb 
E4 177S* 
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Fmd. ^Is he return'd in safety ? ^ _ 

Jiil If not, and that thou knowVt ia miserable, 
Onr haju's and bap|dness declined for ever, 

Siudy a fiorrmv excellent as thy master, 

Hum if liimi canst live, leave ns. 

I.iieif-i. Xfjble madam, 

.My lorri is safe returned ; safe to his friends, amt 
fortune, 

Safe to his emintry, entertained with honour ; 

Is Iktc within the house. 

■ Jui. Do not mtjck me 1 
Luck. But such a melancholy hangs on his mind, 
.And in his eyes inhabit such sad shadows ! 

But what the cause is 

PtmJ. (ir» tell him wc are here, hoy ; 

There must he no cause nmv. 

'’w. Ttl^li! L'atft I^V' ■ 

Tell him his wife is here ; sound my name to him, 
And thottthalt see him start 5 speak ’* Juliana,’' 
Aud, like the sun that labours tlmn»gli a tenijiesf. 
How suddenly he will disperse his sadness ! 

Pami. Go, I comniami thee, instantly ; 

.Mid charge him on his duty 

Jui. On his love, boy. 

I wy'uldfain go to him. ^ , ■.-‘■■''V ' 

Pmd, Away, away ; you arc foolish. 

JuL Beat all my. service, sweet hoy' ' 

Pfiwef. Art thou here still? 

Lul. Arid tell him what thou wilt, that .shall be- 
come thee., [A>i^ Lucro. 

Pr/W. i’ th' house, and know we areiieits P.i: 

Jid. No, jio, he did not ; 

I warrant yon he did not: Could you think 
His love hiul less than wings, (liad he but seen me) 
His strong affection any thing but fire, 
Cmisuming all weak lets and nibs before it. 
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Till he had met my flame, and made one body? 
If ever Heavens high blessings met in one man, 
And fhere erected to tlseir holy uses 
A sacred niimi fit for their services, 

Ihiilt al! of polished honour, *twas in this man : 
!Mi.s<i(')ubt him not. 

Pand. I know lie’s truly noble ; 

But why this sadne.s.s, when the general cause 
Requires a jubilee of joy ? 

Jid. I know not. 

Enter Virolet and Buy. 

Pand. Pray Heaven you find it not ! ' 

Jul t hojje I .shall not. -y-,;; . ' • •> 

Oh, liere he comes, and with him all my happi- 
ness ! — 

Hc,stays ami think.s ; we may be too umnanuerly ; 
Bray give him leave. stand off. 

Pmid. I do not like this sadness. 

Hr. Oh, iiartl condifton of my misery! 
Unheard-of plagues ! when to behold that woman, 
'I'hat chaste and virtuous woman, that preserved 
me,*,. ; 

That pious wife, wedded -to'roy afHictiwV--^ 
.Must be more terrible than all dan^rs ! 

Oh, Fortune, thou hast robb’d me of my making, 
llie noble building of a man demolish’d, 

And flung me headlong on a sin so base 
Mmi and mankind contemn ; even beasts abhor it ; 
A sin more dull tlmn drink, a shame beyond itj. 
So foul, and far from faith, I dare not name if, 
But it will cry itself out loud, Ingratitude.*— 
Your bk'Ssing, sir ! 

Pand. You have it in abundance j ; 

So is our joy to see yrm safe.. ' . 

I '7r, My dear one I 
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/ill. He has not forgot me yet : Oh, take me to 
you, sir! 

Fir. ^{ust this he added to increase my misery, 
That she roust weep for Joy, and lose that goo<l- 
nessr* — 

!My Juliana, even the best of women, 

Of wives tite perfectest ! Let roe speak this, 

And with s|fnodesty declare thy virtues. 

Chaster thttn crysW on the Serbian chl'ts,* 

The more the proud winds court, t!ic more the 
■ irt, purer. 't- 

Sweeter in thy obedienci^|ten a sacrifice ; 

And in thy mind a saint, wurt even yet living, 
Prodiiccst miracles ; and \vojpien tlaily, 

With crooked and lame souls (^eep to thy gtrodness, 
Wl'iich having ,|puchcd at, they h,s^inc exanipifi. 
The forlttudiiill^ilhitw ms'M ^ ' 

•'Compared 'to 'tM|^ ind they that uliiyip|||||ry, 
And admiration, itt the age behind n^ , 

Out of their cetehratod urns are staittfl, 

To stare upon the greatness of thy spifit ; 
■Wond’ring^what new martyr has hegol, 

* Thi ih skmdd mepjhrJ^^wMlm^ ikii Tliti i,t» 

that ifiis giWiiuess sfeould I/e him k» the 

liappiiwhs it iltf served to 

‘•5 Ckmitr ^mn crystaif lv'4c*3 Siialcii|iiiirtt liai liiiiilir 

10 ibis; sfNming of Vakmia Coriolaiiiiii 4 ®^ Scfcoc 111% Iip 
m}% 

M f jjg mbh siskr of Pf plica!a» 

The roeon of Roime ; ciftite m the isicic# 

Thifi curdled by the fwl from piirr&t siiow^ 

Aud haug^ mi Btm\ 

^ If faihle-.] Hioogh a sliglit'C^rniptkw lia,i quite ehiuipi 
m^orci yet as ii Ihb kffc mm^ icii&e rcainiiiMig* it hms escaped 
ohservation of fomirr editors; hmjhbk heuig m itiilitlicws 

* to forllto<lt% k iiutlimblediy.iiie lr«e'readifig*«fc«rif# 

tfot WJii iim iimm wiik tiUTfl» a few liw?* 

toweri «eiii$ to mu&m/afk here»«^Ed. l?7S* 
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To fill the times with truth, and ease their stories 
Being all these", and excellent in beauty, 

(For noble things dwell in the noblest buildings) 
Thou hast nudone thy husband, niadehim wretched; 
A miserable man, my Juliana, 

Thou hast made thy Virolet. 

Jul. Now goodness keep me 1 
Oh, my dear lord 

Pand. She wrong you ? what’s the meaning ? 
Weep not, but speak, I charge you on obedience; 
Your father charges you ! She make you miserable^ 

That you yourself confess 

Fir. I do, that kills me ; 

And far less I have spoke her than her merit 
Jul It is some sin of weakness, or of ignorance ; 
For sure my will— ■ v v.-vt 5;^,; . 

Fir. No, Tis a sin of excellence. 

Forgive me, Heaven, that I profane thy blessings ! 
Si? still, rU shew you all 
Fund. What means this madness? 

(For sure there is no taste of right man in it) 
Grieves he our liberty, our preservation ? 

Or has the greatness of the deed he has donfe 
Made him iorget for whom, and how, he did it, 
And looking down upon us, scorn the benefit ? 
■Well, Virolet, if thou be’st proud, or treacherous — 
JuL He cannot, sir, be cannot; he will shew us, 
And with that reason ground his words 

Enicr Vieojlet, Martia, Rqnvebe, and Lawyer. 

Pand, He comes. — 

What masque is this? what admirable beauty? 
Fray Heaven his heart be true! 

s mm ihir 4tc?rief.3 Tlat i% to usaW tliem more, easily ere- 
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JmL a g^oodly woman ! 

Vu\ Teil me, my dear, and tell me without 
flattery ; 

As you arc nobly bonest, speak the truth ! 

What think you" of this lady r 
Jtd. Shi* is- most excebciit- 
I'ir. Might not this beauty, tell me that, (it'.s a 
sweet one) 

Without more setting-off, as now it is, 

Thanking no greater mistress than mere Nature, 
Stagger a constant heart ? 

Pmd. She is full of wonder ! 

But yet, yet, Virolet — • 

Hr. Pray by your leave, sir ! 

Jid. She would amaze— — - 

Vir. Oh, would .she so r I thank you. 

Say, to this beauty she have all additions, 

Wealth, noble birth ^ 

Pomi. Oh, hold there ! 

Fir. Ail virtues, 

A mind as full of candour as the truth is, 

Ay, and a loving lady- — 

Ju% She must neetls 

(I am bound in conscience to confcsshleserve much. 
Fir. Nay, .say beyond ail these, she be so pious, 
That even on slaves condemn’d she shower her 

. •'|be««-hts» , 

Ajid '!melt'''tocir,afcubbom bolts with her soft pity ; 
What* think you then ? 

Pmii. For such a noble dllee, 

At these years 1 should dote myself. Take heed, 

. boy I ■ 

Iifi. If you be he that have receiver! these hk«s* 
ings, * 

And this the lady, love her, honour her ! 

You cannot do top.nioch to shew your' gratitude ; 
Your greatest service wili shew off too slender. 
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Vir. This is the lady, lady of that bounty, 

That wealth, that noble name, that all, I spoke of; 
The prince Ascanio, and myself, the slaves 
Redeemed, brought home, still guarded by her 
goodness ; 

And of our liberties you taste the sweetness. 
Even you she has preserved' too, lengthened your 
Hv'es. 

JuL And what reward do you propose? It must 
be a main one. 

If love will do’t, wc’Il all so love her, serve her-— 
Fir. It must be my love. 

JuL Ha ! 

Fir, Mine, my only love, 

My everlasting love. _ , ■ ^ | ^ ;-v , 

Fir. Pray, have patience ! 

The recompense she ask’d, and I have render’d, 
Was to become her husband. Then I vow’d it, 
And since I have made it good. 

Paad, Thou durst not ! 

I'7r. Done, sir. 

JuL Be what you please, this happiness yet stays 
.. with me,* ^ ’ 
y^« hay© hepi| min©, ^^ph, my .unhappy fortune! 
Pnwd. May, break and, 'die! .v-f'-ss' 

JnL It cannot yet j.Tmilst live. 

Till I see this man blest in his new love ; 

And then - 

Faud, What hast thou done? thou base one, tell 

t *■ 

me 1 

Thou barren thing of honesty, and honour, 

What hast thou wrought? Is not this she, (look 
.on, her, 

s his happiness, &C.3 The omission of a single letter has 
hvkIc nonsense of this in ail the former editions.-w&worrf. 



Hiy ajifa tatner ncre, tiiat snaimrs to Ksunv tno 
i' th' jaws of ilaisger ; was not this she 
Ihiu then gave up her body t<» the t<»r{iire, 
Fhat tender twdy. that the winti sings tiirongh 
Ami three tintes, when her sinews, crack’d at 


'A’cntnen, w 


* ‘'i 




s, sn 

Exposed my !it'c anti honour to a cruc 
That if it hud scist’tl on me—racks, at 
Alas, they are triumphs t<»*t ! and hatl it tut, 

For this man's kn’e, it should have sitew't} a tri 
um 

Twice lost, I 
His fortunes 


’ Ought If.] seems to be used here a> the perfect tease of 

hm 
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In our escape, ^srhel•e the proud waves took plea- 
sure 

To toss my little boat up like a bubble, 

Then like a meteor in the air he hung, 

Then catchti and flung ® him in the depth of dark- 
ness ; 

The cannon from my incensed father’s ship 
Ringing our knell, and still as we peep’d upward 
Beating the raging surge, with fire and bullet. 
And I stood fixed for this man’s sake, and scorn’d 
it : 

Compare but this I 

Fir. 'Tis too true. -Oh, my fortune ! 

That I must equally be bound to either ! 

JuL You have the better and the nobler ladyj 
And now I am forced a lover of hek goodness : 
And so far have you wrought for his deliverance 
That is my lord, so lovingly and nobly, 

Tl'.at now raethinks I stagger in my title. 

But how with honesty, (for I am poor, lady, 

In all my duteous service but your shadow, 

Yet would be just) how with fair fame and credit, 

I may gp off — I would not be a strumpet 

Oh, my dear sir, you know 

Fin Ob, Truth* thou knowest tool i - ■' 

JuL Nor have the world saspectlfell torftischief. 
Zm. Take you no ratfe for thatj here’s that has 
done it ; 

A fair divorce ! ’tis honest too. 

FmZ The devil ! 

Honest ? to put her off? 

£oat?. Most honest, sir ; 

And in this ppint most strong. 

Pand. cause, the cause, sir? - ( ; 

A just cause too ^ 


Hug.} Corrected ia 167 p. 


so 
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[Act hi. 



JPmd, As su»v<.ia..j|3'HeU, I-aww! 
law. ForJjarrenness; she never brought hm 
chihiren. 

PamL Why art not thou divorced ? thou cunsl 
not get ’em ; 

I'hy neighbours, thy rank ucigiibmirs — Oh, i»ase 

Is slie not young? 

JuL Women at more years, sir, 

Have met that blessing j ’tis in Heaven's high 
power — 

Law. You never can have any. 

Pand. Why, quick lawyer r 
Aly philosophical lawyer? 

Imw. The rack has spoil’d her ; 

The distensions of those parts have stopp'd all 

Jut Anti am I provrn so miserable,,.., f 
That ipine own piety* must make me wretched? 
No cause against me, but my love and duty r 
Farewell, sir 1 Like Obedience, thus I leave you. 
My long farewell J— 1 do not grudge ; I grieve, sir ; 
And if that be offensive, I can die ; 

And then you are fairly free. — CJard iady, love him: 
You have a noble and an honest gentleinaw ; 
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Which I siiall pray against, and make you fruitful ! 
Grow like two equal flames ! rise high and glorious, 
Am! in your honour’d age burn out together ! 

To all I know, farewell ! 

■ JRmv. Be not so grieved, lady ! 

A nobler fortune 

Jui, Away, thou parasite ! 

Disturb not’my sad thoughts. I hate thy great- 
ness ! [iilzif. 

Mom. I hate not you, I am glad she’s off these 
hinges. 

Come, let’s pursue. [Emunt Ronvere ami Lawyer. 

Fund. If I had breath to curse thee, 

Or could my great heart utter — Farewell, villain ! 

Thy house nor face again rjSri?. 

Mart. Let ’em all - ■' ■ ■■■'>' "" ■ 

And now let us rejoice. Now freely take me. 
And now embrace me, Virolet I give the rites 
Cf a brave husband to his love. 

Vir. I’ll take my leave too. 

Mart, How 1 take your leave too ? 

Vir. The house is furnished for you ; 

You are mistress, may command. 

Mart. Will you to bed, sir? 

Vir. As soon to Hell ; to any thing I hate most I 
You must excuse me ! I have kept my word : 

You are my wife, yOii now enjoy my fortune, 
Which I have done to recompence your bounty : 
But to yield up those chaste delights and pleasures, 

Which are not mine, but my first vow’s 

Mart. You jest! 

Vir. You will not find it so. — ^To give you those 
I have divorced, and lost with J uliana, 

And all fires of that nature' — — 

Mari. Are you a husband? • 
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Fir. To question hers/ and satiny your tkinet, 
That held an equal beauty, e<{ual liounty, 

Could Heaven forgive? No, no, tlic strict forbear- 
ance . 

Of all those joys, like a full sacrifice, 

I offer to the sufferings of my first love. 

Honour, and wealth, attcmlance, state, all duty, 
Shall wait upon your will, to make you happy ; 
But my afflicted mind, (you must give leave, latiy) 
hly weary trunk, must wander. 

. Mart. Not enjoy me? 

Go from me too r 

Fir, For ever thus I leave you : 

* 7h question kers^ md sufiHfy tpurjitnm\^ 
yimt keifi an etpmi iHau{p\ f*piai 

€hmi iimv€ih jhrgktn} It' llic reaclfrraii ailiN any ckar iilra 
Id iJit old ht tfensi I Cftfi, lie neiiM* ri*t|Uirci.l 

s^emt to be tn esclniOiSlkitt al tbe Iboiiglii of bit liiittoin: 

thm^ e«ibratt%' to mIis% At ber 

poiesi birreiiiieis mm ilie CiO^e atledgiHl^ my 
good sm%tf and keep? clobe to llic trace of Iftift 

To jest CHI mti s&ihfy 

Any person who tmmkn llr i«l fully* will* me hrliru^ Ifihik 
that tiic old miding* coiichided with ii pidiit «f iuli'rrngalkin, u 
right: Qm liciimi forgive my rejcflifig her hwry ami satisfy ug 

yuiiis^ No, JKH 17/^* 

This passage is justly eiiplaincil by llie cdilorH ; Imi by tbe wunN* 
fo f i/«lf mi /fei% Vi rcdHtnblaHly III iiu^ tn liie alledgcd firrlciirc 
for Im iimtm imm Julknat tier iiicaptciijr to bwir cliildreii***- 

1 cannot conceifo ihalllie eKplantlibn of the last editom. Slid 
of Slason, wliich is ceiiaiiily oilierwisiii Jnii^ mn be brouglit «mt 
sviihutit TOcliiig, miid Heaven foi|ifel Wt must thrrchirtf i^itlicr 
adopt this mriaticui* or coimdifr the iwes first liius ot" %hi^ ^wu% 
wliicb arc a coiilioualfoii of ViroleVs two preceding spceclii^s, m %n 
imperfect seiifoncoi and ilieii lie tsctemaiioii, *• ChukI lieitvtri for* 
giveP’ will iiHniii, fiirgive_lbai suoli in idea ever ctuihJ ttitcr iiiin 
my thouglHs. The iitlapiioii the. variaiiun* wiiirti ii ii very 
slight one* renders i lie tenl mmh more pmpkuum iiihI Umti- 
fall ibii I Imw leniui^d lo-piii it m iiie lext 


ActIV.3 .MAHRIAGE. 

And, howsoc’cr I fare, live you still hapji}- ! 

[Hrif. 

Mart, Since I am scorned, Fil hate thee, scorn 
thy gifts too, 

Thou misenibie fool, thou fool to pity ! 

Aitcl such a rude, tlcmoltsheti thing, ill leave thee, 
In nsy revenge — For, foolish love, tarenell now, 
And anger, and the spite of woman, enter ! 

That all the world shall say, that read this story, 
My hate, and not my love, begot my glory ! 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


Befon ikc Fakcc, ' ■ 

Enter DukCf Soaiswemt Master^ and Gmmer, kh 
bited as Su itzet'S. ■ 

Duke. He that fears death, or tortures, let him 
leave me ! - 

The stops that we have met with evown onr-con- 
quest. 

Cominofi attempts are fit for common men ; 

The rare, the rarest spirits. Can we he daunted r 
Wc^that have smiled at ^a at certain ruins, 
Whichmeii on shore, but hazarded, would shake at? 


u 


TIIE DOUBLE [Act W. 

We that have lived free, in despite.of Fortune, 
Laughed at the out-stretched arm of tyranny, 

As still too short to reach iss, shall we faint now? 
No, my brave mates, I know your tiery temper. 
And that you can, and dare, as mjich as men. 
Calamity, that severs worldly friendships, 

Could ne’er divide us; you are still tlic same, 

The constant followers of my hatfished fortunes. 
The instruments of my revenge, the hamls 
By which I work, and fashion all my projects. 

' 3Iasi€r. And such we will be ever. 

€tun, ’Slight, sir, cram me 
Into a cannon’s mouth, and shoot me at 
Proud Ferrand’s head; may only he fell with me, 
My life I rate at nothing. 

Bmtji. Could I but get 
Within my swwd’* length bf him, and if then 
He ’scape roe, may th’ accotiht of all his sins , 
Be added unto mine 1 

Master, *Tis not' to die, sir, 

But to die unrevenged, that staggers me : 

For were your ends' serve<i, and ’our country free, 
We would fall willing sacrifices. 

Duke, To rise up 
Most glorious martyrs. 

Boats. But the reason why ' • 

We wear these shapes ? , 

Duke. Only, to get acces.s. 
like honest men, we never sWlfihproach him', 
Such are his fears; but thus attlidd Tike SwitKcrs, 
And fashioning our language to our habits, 

(Bold, bloody, desperate) we may be admitted 
Among his guard. But if this fail, FI! try 
A thousand others, out-do Proteus 
In various shapes, feut I will reach his liearf, 

And seal my anger ©n’t. , 
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Eiifer Rosvere mi the Guard, 

Master, The lord Rosvere ! 

‘ Shall wc begin with him ? 

Duke. He is not ripe yet, 

Nor fit to fall ; As you see me begin, 

With all care imitate. 

Gun, We are instructed. 

Boats. ’Would we were at it once ! — ' 

Roniy. Keep a strict watch, 

And let the guards be doubled : This last night 
The king bad fearful dreams. 

Duke, Tis a good omen 
To our attempts. 

Rom, What men arl' these ? What seek you ? 

Duke. Employment. 

Ronv, Of what nature ? 

Duke, We are soldiers : 

We have seen towns and churches set on fire, 
The kennels running blood, coy virgins ravish'd, 
The altar.s ransack’d, and the holy relics, 

Yea, and the saints themselves, made lawful spoils 
Unto the conquerors ; but these gooddays are past, 
And we made beggars by this idle peace," 

Tor want of action.,^. , I ^am,_ sir, 'no stranger'" '' 

To the government of this state ; I know the king 
Needs men, that only do what he commands, 
And search no further ; Tis the profession 
Of all our nation, to serve faithfully, 

Where they’re best paid ; and if you entertain us, 
I do npt know the thing you can command, 
Which we’ll not put in act. ’ ' 

Monv, A goodly personage ! " 

Master. And if you have an enemy, or so, 

That you would have dispatch’d-—*--" 

Gun, They are here can fit you. 






Sli 
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Boats. Or if there be an itch, though to a maw — 
Ihike. You shall tie 

Our consciences in j-our purse-strings. ^ ■ 

Jhmv. Cientlemen, 

1 like 5 ’our freedom. I am now in haste ; 

But wait for my return. — I like the rascals : 

They may be useful. 

Dtdx. "We'll attend yon, sir. 

Rout'. Do, and be confulent of entertainment : 

I hope you will deserve it. 

J}iike, Oh, no doubt, sir. — 

IloKVERE and Guard* 

'fhus far ive are prosperous : WVU be his guard, 
Till tyranny and pride find full reward. 






/i Boom in the House (>f Juliana. 


Enter Paniwltho and Joiiaka. 

Band. My blessing? Ko: a father’s heavy curse 
Pursue and overtake him ! 

JuL Ocntle sir! 

Paa«^;*''My'ntine, and family, end in myself, 
Bather than live in him ! 

Jul. Dear sir, forbear I 
A father’s curses hit far off, and kill too ; * 

And, like a murdering-piece,^ aim not at one, 


. 3 Muntfritig-pka.l Such > piece, hr Warburlon otwer^'cs, -v- 
asrtiwns use, wiUj many banelt. ■ Sa in Hamlet, act iv. weiw t, 
tile King says, ' ’ ‘ Ifl 
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Scene II.] 

But all that stand within the dangerous level. 
Some bullet niay return upon yourself too, 
Though against Nature, if you still go on 
In this unnatural course. 

Pmid, Thou art not made 
Of that same stuff* as other women are : 

Illy injuries would teach patience to blaspheme, 
Yet still thou art a dove. 

JuL 1 know not malice ; 

But, like an innocent, suffer. 

Pand. More miraculous ! 

Ill have a woman chronicled, and for goodness, 
Which is the greatest wonder. Let me see, 

I have no son to inherit after me ; 

Him I disclaim. 

What then ? Ill make thy virtues my sole heir : 
Thy story I’ll have written, and in gold too, 

In prose and verse, and by the ablest doers.* 

** Oli^ my tltar Gertrude, this, 
l.ikc to a nmrdi^nng~pkc€^ in many places 
Clives me death P 

Bfr Sieevais remarks, that this pasis^e in Fletcher coiihrms Dr 
Warhaitiin^s ' 

The piece of ordnance is the same as the mnriv&rs alluded to 
in ft pwis^s-foltime. (VoL V* p* 2?S*) It was proVhly 
similar ‘'tol'Wifel, and was loaded with bullets, hails, old iron, 
There is no mson to suppose, with Warharlon, thait the murderer 
had more than one barrel, or that assassins ever used^ such pieces. 

* Jhksi doers.] The English word doers here, is a literal trans- 
lation of the -Greek which means not only simply a • 

or doer, hut a maker qf verses : The custom of using English words 
in a Greek and a Latin sense was highly in vogue in our ftuthdi^^s 
time ; Spenser has not only taken the liberty to do so with-lhe one, 
but the Cithers too: So Shepherd’s Calendar, June, Colin ^says to 
llobbinol, , • ’ , 

TEc god of shepherds Tilyrus is dead, 

Who taught me, homely as I can, to makeJ^-Sjmpsau. 

' I believe Fletcher is singtdar in his use of the word doer ; maker 
ia the $mm sense is very cefttaon* 


[Act IV. 


m fim DOUBLE 

A word or two of a kind step-father 
ni Iwe put ’m_; good kings ami queens shall buy it. 
And if the actions of i!l great w'omen, 

And of the modern times too, are rcmemher’d, 
That have undone tlieirhiisbamls and their families, 
What will our story dor It shall be so, 

Ami I will straight about it, f&iV, 

Jui. Such as love 

Goodness for glory, imvc it for rtnvartl ; 

I love mine for itself. Let Innocence 
Ik written on my tomb, though ne’er so iiumble, 
’Tis all I am ambitious of. But I 
Forget my vows. 

Enter Lccio. 

iiie,.you are not modest, 
Nor 'kthW'OOUrtdikcL’ WoaM you ttkeit well, ^ 
If she should rudely press into your closet, 

When from your several boxes you chuse paint, 
To make a tnis-day’s face with r 
Jui. What’s the matter? 

Lum. Fray know her pleasure first. 

Jui. To whom speak you, boy ? 

Ztu'k. Your ladyship’s pardon. — That proud 
lady-thiefi 

That stole away my lord from your embraces, 
nYrinkles at two-aod-twenty on her.cheeki for’t, 
Or mercury unallay’d make blisters on it !) 
Would force a visit. 

Jui. And dare you deny her. 

Or any else that I call mine? No more ! 

Attend her with all reverence and respect : . 

The want in you of manners, ,Jopy iofd may 
Construe in me for malice, t will teach you 
Hdw’to esteem tad love the beauty he dotes on. 
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Enter Marwa. 

Prepare a baiiquet-*~-Madani, thus iny duty 
Stoops to the favour you vouchsafe your servant. 
In honouring her house. 

Mart. Is this in scorn ? 

JuL No, by the life of Virokt! (Give riie leave 
To swear by him, as by a saint I worship, 

But am to know no further; my heart speaks that.) 
My servants have been rude, and this boy, doting 
Upon my sorrows, hath forgot his duty ; 

In which, that you may think I have no share, 
Sirrah, upon your knees, desire her pardon. 

Lticio. I dare not disobey y<Mi. [Asee/r. 

' Pr’ythos, rise ;■ ^ 

My anger never looks so low. — I thank you, 

Aniil will deserve it; if we may be private 

I came to see and speak with you. 

Jal Be gone. [Esit Lucio; 

Good madam, sit. 

3fart. I rob you of your place then. 

/«/. You have deserved a better, in my bed ; 
Make use of this too. Now your pleasure, l^y. 
If in filiilfefeast there be a worthy pity,.,-. 

That brings you for roy comfort,: jOu dq<nobly ;■ 
But if you come to triumph in your conquest, 

Or tread on my calamities, ’twill wrong 
Your other excellenciesi Let it suffice. 

That you alone enjoy the best of men. 

And that I am forsaken. 

3fart. He the best ? 

The scum and shame of mankind ! 

JuL Virolet, , ■ ■ ■' 

Lady? • • ' ■ ' 

Mart. Blest in him| I would my youth had 
chosen 
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my compainons, rather tiian a 


The that speaks it. 

Jui.' Ueiiainiy from you 
At no part he deserves this ; .'\nd HI tcli 
Durst I pretemf but the least title to him 
1 should not hear this ! 

Afart. He’s an impudent villain, 

Or a malicious wretch,* to you uuKratefu 


I more than hate him 1 Fronr you he tk‘serve.s 
A deatli most horrid ; from me, to die for ever, 
And know no cml of torments. — Would you have 
comfort r 

Would you wash oft' the .stain that sticks npon yon, 
In refused F-wmtid yon redeem your fume, 

Shipwreck’d in his base wrongs? If you desire this, 
It is not to he done with slavish suilering, 

But by a noble anger, making way 

To a most brave revenge, we may call jtwticv. 

Our injuries are etpial ; join with me then, 

And share the honour. ' 

JitL 1 scarce undenstand you ; 

And know I shall he most unapt to learn 
To hate the man 1 still must love and honour. 


Or MuHtrnm iere#ci.] 'I m we ildiiU 
impi$kni villain* 

Sfie calls Virokt in ihls verj $€€» [aclj 

This lii$e fellow,' 

' gMid imL • 

Me kitfi ati impoilefil.' ttllaifi aiicl a iiialirioo!* wretch ; 

liui ittcrites hk iiegteel of litt either to Ins iwilice yr liis 

imgoieiice . 

‘Thoiigh I Iktfe not m ilkiarli ilie is. net 

ifewd of mcamogi I btikt^cMasoa is liglii In bis coiycciwre* 
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Ifai't. This foolish dotage in soft-hearted wo- 
men 

I^Iakes proud men insolent : But, take your way ; 
ril run. another course. 

Jiii. As you are noble, 

Deliver his offence. 

MarL He has denied 
The rites due to a wife. 

JuL Oh me most happy ! 

How largely am I paid for all my sufferings !, 
Most honest Virolet, thou just performer^ 

Of all thy promises !' I call to mind now, 

When I was happy in those joys you speak of, 

In a chaste bed, and warranted by law too. 

He oft ’would swear, that if he should survive me, 
(Which then I knew he wish’d not) never woman 
Should taste of his embraces ; this one act 
Makes me again his debtor. 

3I(irt. And was this 

The cause my youth and beauty were contemn’d? 

If I sit down isere well ! 

JuL 1 dare thy worst ! 

Plot what thou canst, my piety shall guard him 
Against thy malice. Leave my house, and quickly ! 
Thou wflt pfect these innocent walls. By Virtue, 
I will inform him of thy bloody purpose, 

And turn it on thine own accursed head ; 
Believe’t I will ! [Exit. 

Mart. But ’tis not in thy power 
To hinder what I have decreed against him. 

I’ll set myself to sale, and live a strumpet, 

Forget my birtli, my fatlier, and his honour, 
Rather tlian want an instrument to help me 

■ In my revenge. — The captain of the guard ! j 

E7itcr RoMyEEE. 

‘/if;. ' . 

Blest Opportunity courts me. 



Vir. Qu«d imoiim fackf mn eit 


And rt‘Nt assured tfs done : I am }sro.vjdeti 
Of iustrumeiits to fit you. To the king 
i’ll instantly present you j if I fail. 

He shall make good your aims, lie’s less thi 
That, to atcliteve your favour, would not 
Heeds fiends would fear to put their agen 


m THE DOUBLE ' [Act IV; 

.Emv. Sad and troubled ^ \ ^ 

How brave her anger shews ! Mow it sets off 
Her natural beauty ! Uorier what happy star 
Was Virolet born, to he beloved and sought-to, 

By two incomparable women? — Noblest lady,' 

1 have heard your wrongs, and pity them ; and if 
The service of my life could give me hope 
To gain your favour, I should be most proud 
To be commanded. 

Afart. Tis in you, ray lord, 

.To make me your glad servant, 

Monv, Name the means. 

Mlart, ’Tisnotpreferment, jewels, gold, or court- 
ship : 

He that desirc.s to reap the harve.st of 
My youth and beauty, must begin in blood, 
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Now wbetlicr %? UHngly I have departed 
With that I loved ; with that, above her life 
Loved me again, crown’d me a happy husband ; 
Was full of children, her afflictions, 

Tlfat I begot ; that, when our age must perish, 
And all our painted frailties turn to ashes, 

Then shall they stand and propagate our honours. 
Whether this done, and taking to protection 

A new strange b<jauty, ’twasan useful one 

How? to my lust? If it be so, I am sinful, 

And guilty of that crime I would fling from me. 
Was there not in it this fair course of virtue* 
This pious course, to save my friends, my country 
That even then had put on a mourning garment, 
And wept the desolation of her children, 

Her noblest children? Did not she thrust me on. 
And to my duty ciapt the spur of honour ? 

Was there a way, without this woman, left me 
To'bring’em oft"? the marrying of this woman? 
3f not, why am I stung thus? why tormented? 
Or, had there been a wild desire join’d with it. 
How easily both these, and all tlieir beauties. 
Might I have made mine own ? Why am I*touch’'d 

, *' 1 ' thus, :i ^ , fik’--”- -I <»■ 

Having perform d the great redemption ‘ 

Both of my friends and family ? fairly done it, 
Without base and lascivious ends? Oh, Heaven, 
Why am 1 still at war thus? why this a mischief, 
That Honesty and Honour had propounded, 

Ay, and absolved my tender will, and chid me. 
Nay, then unwillingly flung me on? 

Enter JvLiA-i;A and Lvcio. 

£um. He's here, madam ; _ ♦ 

This is the melancholy walk he lives in, 

And chuses ever to increase his sadness. 
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,hd. Stand by. 

Fir. Tis she ! How I shake ndw and tremble ! 
The virtues of that mind are torments to roe. 

JhL Sir, if my hated face .shall stir your anger, 
Of this forbidtlcn path I treat! in % ex ymi, 

.My tnvc anti fair «!»c*lknee left behind jih\ 

Yonr pardon ask’d I shui! rcttsrn ami filess yon. 

/tr. Pray stay a little! ! delight to see •you. 
Mny not we yet, though Fortune luivc diritied us, 
Am! set an envious stop between tnir pleasures, j 
Look thus one at another? sigh and weep thus' 
And read in one another’s eyes the legends, 

And wonders of our old loves r Be not fearful ; 
Though you be now a saint, I may adore you ! 
Itfay I not take this hand, and on it sacrifice 
The sorrows of my heart ! White sea! of virtue ! 
JmI My lord, yoti wrong your wedlock. 

Fir. Were 8fi« Welt, ' 

Ami with her all^severe eyes to behold tr.<s, ' 

We might do this; I might name Juliana, 

And to the reverence of that name bow tlnij, ; 

1 might .sigh Juliana, .she was mine once. 

But I loo weak a guard for that great treasure; 
And whilst she has a name, believe im% lady, 
Tiiis lufiken heart shall never want a sorrow. ' 
Jrt/. Forget her, sir; your hoirrmr now coui» 
inands you ; 

You are another’s, keen those griefs for her ; * 
She richly can reward cm. I would have spoken 
with you. 

Fir. What is your will? for nothing you can ask, 
So full of goodness are your words and meanings, 
Slust be denied : Speak boldly. 

Jw/. I thank you, sir. I come not . 

To beg, or flatter, only to be believed ; 

That i desire i For I shall tell a story, 

So far from seemiag truth, yet a most true one ; 
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So horrible in nature, and so horrid 
So beyond wickedness, that, when you hear it, 

It must appear the practice of another, 

The ca.st and malice of some one you have wrong’d 
much ; 

And me you may imagine, me accuse too, 

Unless you call to mind my daily sufferings, 

The infinite obedience I have borne you, 

That Imte.s all name and nature of revenge, 

Bly love, that nothing but my death cau sever, 
Rather than hers I speak of. 

F/r. Juliana, ‘ ‘ 

To make a doubt of what you shall deliver, 

After my full experience of your virtues, 

Were to distrust a Providence j to think you’ can 
He, . _ ' ■ , - 

Or, being wrong’d, seek after foul repairings, 

To forge a creed against my faith. 

Jul i must do so, for it concerns your life, sir ; 
Anti if that word may stir you, hear, and prosper ! 
I should be dumb else, were not you at stake here. 
Fir, What new friend have I found, that dares 
dtdiver 

This loadcn trunk from his afflictions ? 

’iVhat pitying hand, of all that feels my miseries, 
Brings such a benefit ? , 

Jul Be wise and manly ; 

And with your honour fall, when Heaven shall 
call you, 

Not by a hellish mischief. 

Fir, Speak, my blest one ! — 

How weak and poor I am, now she is from me ! 
Jul Your wife 

<5 Su horrible in nature, and so horrid.] This is so wretchira and 
tautological a line, that I cannot think it our author’s. — Sympson. 
Wo should probably subsfcitate terrible for horrible. 


h. 
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rir. How’s that ? 

Jul Your wife — ^ — 

J In Be tender of her ; 

I shall believe else — ^ — 

JuL 1 must be true. Your ear, sir 1 
For *tis so horrible, if the air catch it, 

Into a tliousand plagues, a thousand monsters, 

It will dis})er6e itselF and fright resistance. 

[mdspers. 

Vir. She seek mj life with you r make you her 
agent? 

Another love? Oh, speak but truth ! 

JuL Be patient ; 

Dear as I love you, else I leave you wretched. 
Pl7\ Forward i ’Tis well ; it shall be welcome 
tome! 

I have lived too long, numbered too many days, 
Yet never. found the benefit of living j , 

Now when I come to'' reap it with my servie^. 
And hunt for that ray youth ami honour aim a!^ 
The sun sets on my fortune, red and bloody, 

And everlasting night begins to close me ; 

Tis time to die. 

Enter MABTtA and Eonvekk. 

JuL She comes herself. 

Hmv, Believe, lady, » 

(And on this angel-hand your servant seals it,) 
You shall be mistress of your whole desires, 

And w’hat you shall command. 

Mart, Ha, minion ! 

My precious dame, are you there ? Nay, go for- 
ward, 

Make your complaintSi and potir out your feign’d 
pities, 
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Slave-like to kim you serve ; ** I am the saiue st ill, 
And what I {>urpose, let the world take witness, 
Shall be so finish’d, and to such exam[)le, 

’Spite of your poor preventions—My dear gentle- 
man ! 

My honourable man, are you there too ? 

You and your hot desire? Your mercy, sir ! 

I had forgot your greatness. 

JuL ’Tis not well, lady. 

Mart. Lord, how I hate this fellow now ! how 
desperately 

My stomach stands against him ! this base fellow, 
This gelded fool !• 

Jut Did you never hear of modesty ? 

Mart. Yes, when I heard of you, and so be- 
lieved it; — . , 

Thou bloodless, brainless fool ! - 

Vir. How ! 

Jilart. Thou despised fool. 

Thou only sign of man, how I contemn thee ! 
Thou woven worthy in a piece of arras, * 

Fit only to enjoy a wall 1 thou beast 
Beaten to use ! H,ave 1 preserved a beauty, 

A youth, a love, to have my wishes blasted ? 

My dotings, and the joys I came to offer, 

Must they be lost, and slighted by a dormouse ? 
JuL Use more respect^ and, woman, ’twill be- 
come you ; 

At least, less tongue. 

Mart. rH use all violence ; 

Let him look for it ! 

Jul. Dare you stain those beauties, 

^ Ml the hooks readi like to 

* Tkm wmtm worik^ m & piece <if arm.]' Tte'Niiie WoftMes 
wews a fa?w«rite subject for tapestry* • , ■ 
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Those heavenly stamps, that raise men up to 
u'ontjer, • 

With harsh and crooked motions ? Are you she, 
That over-did all ages with your lionotir, 

And in a little hour dare lose this triumph ? 

Is not this mail your husband ? 

Mart. He's my halter ! 

Which (having sued my pardon) I fling oh' thus, 
An<i with hinrail I brought him, but my anger; 
Which I will nourish, to the desolation 
Nt)t only of his folly, but his friends, 

And his whole name ! 

Fir. Tis well ! I have deserved it ; 

And, if I were a woman, I would rail too. 

Mai'L Nature ne’er promised thee, a thing so 
noble. 

Take back your love, your vow ; I give it freely ; 
I poorly scorn it ; grsize now where you please ! 
That, that the dulness of thy soul neglected, ♦ 
Kings sue for now. And mark me, virolet ! 
Thou image of a man, observe my wortls well ! 
At such a bloody rate Til sell this beauty, 

This handsomenes.s thou scorn’staud fling'staway, 
Thy proud ungrateful life shall shake at ! Take 
your house 

The petty things you left me, give another ; 

And last, "take home your trinket ! ^ Fare you well, 
sir ! 

» Tmkei^'] Syiiipson says, lliat, by liis Iriiite, means 

tlie divtuee fse has |irticuwi, hut she really means Juliuim lier<vlf. 
whom she call® by that €imteiw|Huoiis name* So^ in tlie Sea*V'oy- 
agVj the I^fasier says, speaking uf Amihta, 

* u heller luek 

\Vhi*n we have such slo%vige m these iriitkiiJ' * 

To clesiiv iiirn to lake'home'a iliyorce would be a strange 
pressioiu— ^ ' 

y ^ AiM ti> ibal Vk^tel b'.al home daring Ibis scene, aiit! -Mar** 
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Rom. You'have spoke like yourself ; you’re a 
brave lady ! 

[Kvetmt Ronvere and Martia. 
Jul. Why do you smile, sir? 

• Vii\ Oh, iny Juliana, 

The happiness this woman’s scorn has given me 
jMakes me a man again ; proclaims itself, 

In such a general joy, through ail my miseries, 

That now niethinks 

JuL Look to yourself, dear sir, 

And trifle not with danger that attends you; 

Be joyful, when you’re free. 

Fir. Did you not hear her? 

She gave me back my vow, my love, my freedom ; 
I am free, free as air ! And though to-morrow 
Her bloody will meet with ray life, and sink it, 
And in her execution tear me piecemeal, 

Yet have I time once more to meet my wishes, 
Once more to embrace my best, my noblest, 
truest; 

And time that’s warranted. 

Jul. Good sir, forbear it ! 

Though I confess, etpial with your desires 
My wishes rise, as covetous of your love, 

And to as warm alarums spur my will too': 

Yet pardon me; the seal o’ th’ church dividing us, 
And hanging like a threatening flame between us, 
We must not meet ; 1 dare not. 

Vir. That. poor disjointing, 

That only strong necessity thrust on you, 

Not crime, nor studied cause of mine, how sweetly 
And ilobly I will bind again and cherish ! 

tiii bids lilm take Juliana, who had retired to a house of her 
‘»v«, home to bijn. 


100 


THE IX)UBLE 


[Act IV. 


How I will recompence ! One dear Embrace now,^ 
One free affection ! How 1 burn to ‘meet it ! 

Look now upon me. 

Jid. I behold you willingly. 

And willingiy would yield, but for my credit. 

The l(»ve you first bad was preserved with honour. 
The last shall not cry tehore ; you shall not pur- 
chase 

From me a pleasure, (that have equally 
Loved your fair fame as you,) at such a rate 
Y.onr Honesty and Virtue must be bankrupt. 

If 1 had lov’ed your lust, and not your lustre, 

Tlie gloriou.s lustre of your matchless goodness, 

I would compel you now to bed. — Forgive me, 
Forgive me, sir ! How fondly still I love yot! ! 
Yet nobly too : Make the way straight before me. 
And let i)ut holy Hymen once more guide me, 
Under the axe*'"upon toe ' tael agatn, 

Even in the bed of all afllictions, * 

Where nothing sings our nuptials but dire sorrows, 
With all my youth and pleasure Til cmlmace you, 
Make tyranny and death stand still affrighted, 
And at our meeting souls amaze our mischiefs : 
Till when, high Heaven defend you, and Peace 
guide you ! 

Be wise and manly, make your fate your own, 

By being master of a providence 
That may controul it. 

Fir. Stay a little with me : 

My thoughts have chid themselves. May I not 
kiss you? 

3 Mm 1 mii rtcmpmte dmr eit4wce Tie poiftling 
of tlicj text was profiosal ly? Mwa* . ' # 

* Would sow mmpil pm i« lelj Corrected (for « e&mcihu 
we must call it» siuct* the h ! esm & opposed iiolhifig but an civ 
fatuin) ill 1750 — E4 1778* . . 
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Upon my trn.th I am honest. 

Jul. I believe you; '% 

But yet what that may raise in both our fancies, 

What issues such warm parents breed 

P'ir. I obey you, 

And take my leave as from the saint tliat keeps me. 
I will be right again, and once more happy 
In thy unimitable love. 

Jui. ril pray for you ; 

And wlien you fail, I have not long to follow. 

\Extunt. 




A Cottrt in the Palace. 

Enter Duke, Master, Booiswdn, and Gunner, at 
one door ; Maiitia and RoNVEaK at another, 

Duke. Now we have got fre6 credit with the 
captain-* 

3fasi. Soft, soft! he’s here again. Is not that 
lady — ^ 

Or have I lost mine eyes ? a salt rheum seizes 'era | 
But 1 should know that face. 

Boats. Make him not madder ! 

Let him forget the woman ; steer a-larboard. 
Mast. He will not kill her. 

Boats. Any thing he meets ; 

He’s like a hornet now, he hums, and buzzes 
Nothing but blood and horror. 

Almier. I would save the lady ; 

For such another lady-— — 

Boats, There’s the point ; 
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Ainl you know there want women of her mettle. 
3J[mfer. ’Tis true ; they bring such childteu 
now, such demi-lances, 

Their fathers .socks will make them christning 
clothes. 

(1 un No more ! they view us. 

Duke. Ah)!! shall play awhile, 

And sun yourself in this felicity, 

A'ou .shall, you glorious whore ! I know you still 
But I shall pick an hour when most securely — 

I say no more. 

Rimr. Do you see those? those are they 
Shall act your will. — Come hither, my good fel- 
lows ! 

You are now the king’s. — Are they not goodly 
fellows? 

Mart, They have bope enough, if they have 
■''■'"V stout heart to it. ^ 

M faster. Still the old wench ! ' 

Duke. Pray, captain, let me ask you 
What noble huly's that? ’Tis a rude (|uestion ; 
But I desire to know. 

Rfu/v. She's for the king, sir ; 

Let that suffice for answer. 

Duke. Is she so, sir ? [.-IsHk. 

In goiul time may she curse it ! Afust I 
Breed haekiuc.s for his grace? f *■ 

Ront. What wouldst thou do ’ * , 

To merit such a lady’s favour ' 

Duke. Anything. ^ 

Ronv. That can supply thy wants, and raise, thy 
fortunes? 

Duke. Let her cominandj^ttd see wliat I dare 
execute : 

I keep my cuitscicnce herC’- If any man 
Oppose her will, and she Would have him humbled, 
Whole families between her and iter wishes — - 
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blaster. We have seen bleeding throats, sir, 
citfes sack'd, 

And infants stuck upon their pikes ^ 

Boais. Houses on fire, and handsome mothers 
weeping. 

Duke. Which we have heap’d upon the pile like 
sacrifices. 

Churches and altars, priests, and all devotions, ‘ 
Tumbled together into one rude chaos. 

Gun. We know no fear, sir, but want of em- 
ployment. 

Duke. Nor other faith but what our purses 
preach. 

To gain our ends we can do any thing, 

And turn our souls into a thousand figures ; 

But when we come to do— — . 

Mart. I like these fellows. 

Ronv. Be ready and wait here ! Within this 
^ hour 

ni shew you to the king, and he shall like ye : 
And if you can devise some entertainment 
To iill his mirth, such as your country uses, 
Present it, and I'll see it graced. 

After this comic scene we shall employ you ; 

For one must die. : ' f 

Duke. What is he, sir 7 Speak boldly ! 

For we dare boldly do. 

Ronv. This lady’s husband ; 

His name is Virolet. ; 

Duke. We shall dispatch it. 

[Ea'eimt Martia and Ronveee, 

^ Jiid infants stuck upon their piies.] If I may be aitewed li- 
berty, lyvould propose reading either 

jipoTi tbeso, or the, or our pikes" — Spmpson. 

* Priests and all devotions.] Retcotions here means the same sts 
detoUi or holy things.— .Syropsos. 
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Ob, damned, damned thing ! A base whore first, 
And then a murderer ! Til look to you. 

Eofits. Can s!)e be grown so strange ? 

Duke She has an itch ; 

rii scratch you, my dear daughter, FIl so claw yoti ! 
rii currv your hot hide ! Married and honour’d ? 
Ami turn those holy blessings into brotliels • 
Your beauty into blood r Fll hunt your hotness, 
l*Sl hunt you like a train ! 

3iaster. We did all pit;;f her. 

Duke. Hang her ! Sne is not worth man’s me- 
mory ; 

She's false and base, and let her fright all stories. — 
Well, though thou be'st mine enemy, III right 
thee, 

And right thee nobly. 

Boats, 'Faith, sir, since she must go. 

Let’s snare, as few w may ■. ■ 

Duke, Well take all, 

Am! like a torrent sweep the slaves before ns. 
You dare endure the worst ? 

Master. You know our hearts, sir ; 

And they shall bleed the last, ere we start from 
you. 

Gun. We can but die ; and ere wc come to that, 
We shall pick out some few e.s:an)ples for us, 
Duke. Then wait the first occasion; awl, like 
Curtius, . .Aj 

ril kap the gufph before you, fe^as leap it : 
Then iroilow me like men ! And if our virtues 
May buoy our country up, and set her shining 
In her first state, our fair revenges taken, 

We Jrave our noble end^^:Cwr':Blse our ashes. 

' \_Exemt. 
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ACT ¥. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Palace, with a Gallery. 


Mntei' Ascanio and Mahtja alove. 

Mart. As you are noble, keep me from dis- 
covery, _ ■ 

And let me only run a stranger’s fortune I 
For when the king shall find 1 am his daughter 
He ever holds most ominous, and hates most, 
With what eyes can he look, how entertain me. 
But' with his fears and cruelties? 

A sc. I have found you ; 

Suspect not! I am bound to what you like best: 
Wliat you intend, I dare not be so curious 
To question now ; and what you are lies hid here. 

Enter Ferrand and Ronvere above. 

The king comes. Make your fortune; I shall 
joy in’t. 

Ronv. All things are ready, sir, to make you 
merry ; 

iind such a king ! you shall behold him now. 

Per. i long for’t. 

For 1 have need of mirth. * 

jKwm The lady, sir! 

JFer. Now, as I am a king, a sjrrightly hcauty. 
A goodly sweet aspect ! My thanks, lionvere, 

M}? best thanks !-~On your lips I seal your wishes ; 

' r ■ ' 
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Be wliat you ran imagine, mine, ,aml Lappy. 

And iww, sit <iown and smile. Come, my Ascanio, 
And let this monarch enter. 

Enter Duke, Master, Bmi.m ain, Gun/icr, and 
* Sailors. 

Ronv. These arc the Switzers, 

I told your grace of. 

Fer. Goodly promising fellows, 

■With faces to keep fools in awe ! I hke ’em. — 
C»o guard the presence well, and do your duties ; 
To-morrow I shall take a further view. 

Duke. You shall, sir, [/l.wV/e. 

Or 1 shall lo.se my will. How the whore's mounted ! 
How she sits throned ! Thou blazing nuuldy 
uneteor, 

That fright’st thcrmtler world with lustful dashes, 
Hote I shall dash thy flantes 1 Away ; no word 
more ! 

Duke and his eompuny. Flourish cornets. 

Enter Castuuccio in rot/al roks, Vinnio, Doctor, 
and a Guard. 

Fcr. Now, here he comes in glory. Be merry, 
masters! ■ • 

A l)an(|uet too ? £Meat brought in. 

Monv. Oh, he must sit in staiey sir . 

Asc. How rarely he is usher’d ! Can be think now 
He is a king indeed ? • 

Ronv. Mark hut his countenance. 

X'asL Let me have pleasures infinite, and to the 
height j 

Aiul women in ahaadatice, many women ! 
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Enter Ladies. 

I will disport my grace; stand there, and long 
for me ! 

What have ye brought me here ? Is this a feast 
Fit for a prince ? a mighty prince? Are these thingSj 
These preparations, ha ? 

Doctor. iMay it please your grace 

Cast. It does not please my grace ! Where are 
the marchpanes, 

The custards double-royal, and the subtilties ? 
Why, what weak things are you to serve a prince 
*thus? ■ . V. ^ 

Where be the delicates o’ th’ earth and air ? 

The hidden secrets of the sea? Am I a plough-man, 
You pop me up with porridge? Haug the cooks! 

Oh, most kingly ! 

What a majestic anger I 
Cast. Give me some wine. 

Jsc. lie cools again now. 

Cast. Fool, wiicrc arc my players ? 

Let me have all in pomp ! Let’em play some lovc- 
matter. 

To make the ladies itch! lil be with you anon, 
ladies ! 

You black eyes, I’ll be with you ! — Give me some 
wine, I say ; 

Ami let me have a masque of cuckolds enter, 

Of mine owm cuckolds ; 

And let them come in, peeping and rejoicing, 
Just as 1 kiss their wives, and somewhat glorying. 

, Some wine, I say ! Then, for an excellent nigfit- 
piece, 

To shew my glory to my loves and minions, 

1 will have some great castle burnt. 
llilio. Hark jmu, brother! 
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If that he to please these ladies/ten to one 
The tire first takes upon your own ; look to that ! 
Then you may shew a night-piece. 

CW. W'herc’.s this wine ? 

Why, shall I choke Do ye long all to he tortured ? 
Jheiar. Here, sir. 

CfisL [TaAlix] "Why, what is this? "Why, Doctor! 
Doclor, Wine and water, sir. 

Tis sovereign for your heat; you must endure it 
I'iiiio. Most excellent to cool yimr night-piece, 
sir. 

Doctor. You are of a high and choleric com- 
plexion,’ 

And you must has’e allays. * 

Cmt. Shall I have no sheer wine then? 

Doctor. Not for a world ; 1 tender your dear 
life* sir; . ^ , 

And he’s no faithfel''Subject------''''''-^ j: 

ViUio. No, by no means : ' * 

Of this you may drink, ami never hang nor quarter, 
Nor never whip the fool ; this liquor’s merciful 
Cast. I will sit down and eat then : King.s, when 
they are hungry, 

May eat, I hope ? 

Dodor. Yes, but they cat discreetly. 

Cmi. tome, taste this dish, ami cut me liberally ; 
1 like sauce wt H. 

Doctor, F}‘, ’tis too hot, sir ; 

Too deeply season'd with the apice ; away* with't! 
You must ac<juaint your stomach with those diets 
Arc temperately nourishing. 

[jTAe meat is taken atca^. 
Cast. But pray stay, doctor, 

And let me have my meat again. 


» Ymt'rr tit' a k'gA, &C.3 The httmour of this scene is borrow- 
ed front one of the' like kijai in Don Quixote.-— ftt-erf. 
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Doctor. By no means ; 

I have a charge' concerns iny life. 

Cast. No meat neither ? 

Bo kings never eat, doctor ? 

Doctor. Very little, sir, 

And that too veiy choice. 

Villio Your king never sleeps, brother ; 

He must not sleep, his cares still keep him waking ; 
Now he that eats and drinks much is a dormouse ; 
The third part of a wafer is a week’s diet. 

Cast. Appoint me something then. 

Doctor. There 1 
Cast. This I feel good. 

But it melts too suddenly 5 yet — ^how ! that gone 
too? . [Tate 

Ye are not mad ! I charge yo u- ’- T g-g-g;;, 

Doctor. For your health, sir ; 

A little quickens nature, much depresses. 

(Mst. Eat nothing, for ray health? that’s a new 
diet. 

let me have something ! something has some 
savour ! 

Why, thou imcourteous doctor, shall I hang thee ? 
Doctor. Tis better, sir, than I should let you 

My death were nothing. . 

Viltio. To lose a king were terrible. 

Cast. Nay, then FU carve myself; Fll stay no 
ceremonies. 

This is a partridge-pie ; I am sure that’s nourishing, 
Or Galen is an ass. ’Tis rarely season’d 1 
Ha, doctor, have I hit right ? a mark, a mark 
there ! 

Villio. What ails thy grace?, {Taken (matj. 
Cast. Retrieve those partridges ; 

Or, as 1 am a king 

Doctor. Pray, sir, be patient ; 


1 


THE DOUBLE 


[Act V. 


They are flown too far. 

Viiim These are breathed pies/an’t please you. 
And your hawks are .nueh buzzards — — 

Cast A king, and have nothung, 

Nor can have nothing? 

/ ’illh "Wliat think you of pmkliiig ? 

A pudding royal r 

Cast, To he royally starved ! 

Whip me this fool to death ! he is a blockhead. 
Viiih. Let ’em think they whip me, as we think 
you a king; 

"fwil! be enough. [Servants irmave ike tabic. 
Cast. As for you, dainty doctor — ^Thc table tii- 
ken away?* 

All gone, all snatch'd away, and I unsatisfied. 
Without my wits, being a king ami hungry? 
SulTer but this thy treason : I tell thee, doctor, 

I, tell it thee in earaest,-' and in anger, „ 

I am datmmbly.hungry, my very grace is hungry.' 


® Tkc t&hk taken Thene wordls liave hiiliertci lichen print'’' 

fil m piiri uf llie, text* i'bere can lie na tluulH, we ibiiik^ «.*f itieir 
lieii'ii* merely a btagtf-direcyem,'— Etl. I/TS* 

I see iHi mmm why Cahlmccia bliDtihl «oi iiuike iiii ex* 

claiiKitron, 

aiikmit mj/ wilt?*] reatls niii ifisteiul ft/ ; Init 

when u man b mibaiblietl, It Is always \viih0y1 hk wilL I* there- 
preier tlie present readiag* ’rise tbaiighl af his being king, 
liiMi yet Id sulTer lumber, was eiwugh Iti put hiiii ciyl of Isis wits* 

* Fbi fkmmhfy kmgiy^ $ny vtm grace is hiui^^ry.] A slight 
traiiHpositiois will set this place riglK* . 

** ily grace is trry lutfry**- 

1\> which sinsw'crs Vtitia, rigisl eaotigli, 

/I hiBgijgrmr is lilleil to m mwulF^Sgmpsm, 

Tlicre h tm occasbD to vaiy the toxl* llie present reading 1 r'« 
ingi if .Mason observcSi ** .more pompous Mii Inimuroiis/' 



• Scene I.] 


-^lARRIAGE. 


Ill 


Villio. A lumf^ry grace is fittest to no meal, sir. 
Docior. Some* two hours hence you shall see 
more : But still, sir, 

You must retain a strict and excellent diet. 

Villio. It sharpens you, and makes your wit s& 
poignant, 

Your very words will kill. 

Doctor. A bit of marmalade, 

No bigger than a pease^ 

Villio. And that well butter’d, 

The air thrice purified, and three times spirited. 
Becomes a king : Your rare conserve of nothhig 
Breetls no olfcnce. 

Cast. Am I turn’d king camelion, 

And keep my court i’ th’ ai'r ?■ 'V. 

Fer. They vex him' cruelly. ' 

j4sc. In two days more they’ll starve him. 

Fer. Now the women! 

There’s no food left but they. 

yhc. They’ll prove small nourishment ; 

Yet he has another stomach, and a great one, 

I see l)y his eye. 

Cast. I’ll have mine own power here, 

Aline own authority ; I need no tutor. ; 
Doctor, this is no diet. * r 

Doctor. It may be, sir. 

Villio. By’r lady, it may turn to a dry diet ; 

And how thy grace will ward that 

Cast. Stand oflF, doctor ! 

And talk to those that want faith. 

Hot and mighty. 

Asc. He will cool apace, ho doubt. 

Cast. Fair, plump, and red, ' 

A forehead high, an eye revives the dead ; 
A lip like ripest fruit, inviting still ‘ 

Vil. But oh, the rushy well, below the hill ! 


THE DOUBLE 


[Act V 


iiy 

Take heed of that, for thoifgh it itever fail ! 
. , Take heed, I sa^’, for thereby hajiga a talc. 

'Carf, I’ll get ye all with child I 
m. With uiie child, bi other ? 

So miiiiy men in a blue coatr* 

Cast. Had I fed well, 

And drunk good store of wine, ye had been blest 
all, 

Blest all with double births. Come, kiss me 
greedily ! 

And think no more upon your foolish husbands ; 
They are transitory things ; a king’s flame meets 
you!* 

JDoct. Viini.sh away ! [Eamni B^omen. 

Cast. How ! tliey gone too ? Aly guard thf re 1 
'lake me this devil doctor, and that fool there, 
And iow ’em l« a satk ! Bring back the wonten, 
The lovely women T : Drown these roguesf or 
hang ’em ! 

jfsc. He is in earnest, sir* 

Fer. In serious earnest. 

I must needs take him off. 

* ifiik mie tkiMf 

Sq mmti^ mai m a blue coat Tills, whlefi k a very ii&scure 
ifi ^^iiiirely left comimTit l>y «!1 fortecT tciitoK* 

The clmi uf sermnls, iii the tiiue of our wm ulrnost uni* 

wr$ally blue/ and Vilbci taking up the at|iressio«i of Ctilrueeio, 
a court rewiiier) '** Fll gel ye all wilh child cxcltiiiw. 
What* Will you be^l one child lipoii mi- womtn ? Will you 
produce so many male children Is oae blue coat, tk* badge of 
serving mm jole is a poor oaei and badly expressed ; 

but I bediew li will hear no other 

» A kiBg*s tame wmi§ yoii.J The reider is left to iiiterpfel^«»e 
here in wluil sense lie h«l I raihcr think » ific 

true miding; the nusiaking-of one for the oliicf was easy* and so 
probably gave occaswiRi I 0 ihit ilighl 



Scene L] MARRIAGE. US 

Enter Duke, Master, Boatswain, Gunner, and 
Sailors. 

Duke. Now, now be free ! 

Now Hbertv ! now, countrymen, shake from ye 
The tyrant’s yoke ! 

All Liberty, liberty, liberty ! 

Guard. Treason, treason, treason ! 

Fer. We are betray’d! Fly to the town, cry 
treason, - 

And raise our faithful friends ! Oh, my Ascanio ! 
Asc. Make haste i we have way enough. 
Guard. Treason, treason I 

{^^Escemt Fekrand, Ascanio, MaktiA) and 
Ckiard. ^ 

Duke. Spare none ! put all to th’ sword ! — A 
, vengeance shake thee ! 

Art thou turn’d king again ? 

Cast. I am a rascal : 

Spare me but this time, if ever I see king more, 

Or once believe in king 

Duke. The ports are ours. 

The treasure and the port. Fight bravely, gen- 
tlemen ! 

Cry to the town, cry “ Liberty and Honour !” 

{Exit Boatmain, crying Liberty and Freedom 
Waken their persecuted souls; cry loudly ! 

We’ll share the wealth among ye. 

Cast. Do you hear, captain ? 

If ever you hear me name a king - - 

Duke. You shall not. 

Cast. Or, though I live under one, obey him-— 
Gun. This rogue again ? 

Duke. Awa.y with him, good Gunner. . 

Cast. Why, look ye, sir; I’ll put you t« no charge : 
ni never eat. 

von. vtn, M , 
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Gun, I'll take a course you shall not. 

Come, tm» more words. 

Cast. Say nothing when yon kill me. 

Enter Boatmmn. 

Bunts. He's taken to the tower’s strength.* 
Duke. Now stand sure, gtmtlemen ! 

We have him in a pen, he cannot ’scape us ; 

The rest o’ th’ castle’s ours. 

Liberty, liberty 
Duke. What, is the city up? 

Beats. They are up ami glorious, 

And rolling like a storm they come ; tlieir tents 
Bing notliing but “ Liberty and Freedom !*’ 

The women arc in arms too. 

Duke. Let ’em coroe all. , 

: Hpppht; tyTY 

jilL Honour and Hlrerty ! [Eienfit. 

i It.! Is ' taken to the tower's : 

Ahm 

' iive' Mm' m m pm 

^ is ih' afp Bp :'] lliis jumble lias hillierfo 

|iririlecl as aiie speedy and given to.fiie .DuM. SytiipFcii, rccom- 
ineijtls aiding tbe lirst iiue to the : Ami llii: 

WiinK kkrtt^ f in the fourtii line, are an exclariLitiou 

177$^ 




SCENE II. 


* A Room in VirolefS' 


Juliana. 

Jtd. Tiiis woman’s threats, her eyes, even red 
with fury, --w;;.. , 

Which, like prodigious meteors, foretold 
Assured destruction, are still before me. 

Besjdes, I know such natures unacquainted 
With any mean, or in their love, or hatred ; 

And she that dared all dangers to possess him, 
Will check at nothing, to revenge the loss 
Of what she held so dear. 1 first discover’d 
Her bloody purposes, which she made good, 

And openly profess’d ’em : That in me ' 

\Y&% but a cold affection ; charity 
Commands so much to all; for Virolet, 

Alethinks, I should forget my sex’s weakness, 
Rise up, and dare beyond a woman’s strength ; 
Then do, not counsel. He is too secure ; 

And, in my judgment, ’twere a greater service 
To free him from a deadly enemy. 

Than to get him a friend. I undertook too . 
To cross her plots ; opposed my piety 
Against Ifer malice ; and shall virtue suffer? 

No, Martia; wert ;thou here equally arm’d, 

I have a cause, , 'spite of thy masculine breeding. 
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That would assure the victory. Siy aiigci 
Direct and help me ! 

Bntfr VtaotET, kahiied like Rojjvehe. Jui.ian'a 
stands apart. 

fir. The state in comhnstion. 

Part of the citadel forced, the treasure sei;?cd an ; 
The guards, corrupted, arm themselves against 
Their late protected master ; Fcrrand fled too, 
Afid with small strength, into the castle’s tower, 
The only Aventinc that now is left him r 
And yet the undertakers, nay, performers, 

Of such a brave and glorious enterprise, 

Arc yet unknown : They did proceed like men, 

I like a child ; and hud I never trusted 
So deep a practice! irnto ahaBow: fools, 

Besides my soul’s peace in my Juliana, * 

The honour of this action had been mine, 

In wiiicb, accursed, I now can claim no share. 

JuL Ronvere ; Tis Ire ; a thing, next to the devil, 
I most detest, and like him terrible; 

IHartia’s right-hand; the instrument, f fear too. 
That is to put her bloody will into act. 

Have I nut will enough, ami cause loo mighty ; 
Weak women’s fear, lly from me ! ; : 

Vir. Sure this habit, ’> 

This likeness to Ronvere, which I have studied. 
Either admits me safe to my dbs^n, 

Which I too cowardly have batted after, 

And suffer'd to be ravish'didlwhn my glory ; 

Or sinks me and my miseftfes together ; 

Either conciudeS'»i«.-.hiippy. 

Jut lie statute inusiwg ; • ■ " 

Some tnischief is now' baiclitng ; 

in the full iMditatioii of his wickedtiess. 
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I’ll sink Iris cursed soul.* Guide my hand. Heaven, 
And to my tender arm give strength and fortune, 
That I may do a pious deed, all ages 
Shall bless my name for, all remembrance crown 
me! 

Vir. It shall be so. 

Jill, It shall not! Take that token, [^Stabs him. 
And bear it to the lustful arms of Martia! 

Tell her, for Virolet’s dear sake, I sent it. 

Fir. Oh, I am happy ! let me see thee, that I 
May bless the hand that gave me liberty ! 

Oh, courteous hand ! Nay, thou hast done most 
nobly, 

And Heaven has guided thee j ’twas their great 
justice. , A ' 

Oh, blessed wound, that I could come to kiss thee ! 
How beautiful and sweet thou shew’st ! 

Jul. Oh! 

Fir. Sigh not, 

Nor weep not, dear ! shed not those sovereign bal- 
sams 

Into my blood, which must recover roe ; 

Then I shall live, again to do a mischief 
Against the mightiness of love and virtue. 

Some base unhallow’^d hand shall rob thy right of^ 
Help me ; I faint. So. 

Jul. Oh, unhappy wench ! 

^ In the full meditation of his mchedness, 

PU sink Ms cursed This is one of the numereus in- 
stances in old plays where this m^tlicions sentiment is used* It 
occurs in Hamlet, (Reed^s Shakspeare, XVIIL 231 ,) and the edi- 
tors have quoted in their notes similar passages from Webster’s 
White Dgvil, from the Honest Lawyer by B* from Machines 
Dumb Knight, and from our authors^' Four Hays in One* They 
might have quoted the passage in the and another in^ ForcFs 
tragedy, ^Tis Pity She’s a Whore* ^ 
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Act V, 


i f (>w lias my zeal abused me! You tiiat giuinl virtue. 
Were ye a.sltte|)r or do ye laugh at itmoceiice. 
You snflVr'd this mistake? Oh, my <!ear Viroict: 
An everlasting curse follow that form 
I .struck thcc in ! his name be ever hlasted ! 

For bis accursed shadow has hetraykl 
The .swectne.->3 of all youth, the noider.os, 

The hoiuHir, and the vaimir; wither'd e\ei 
The beauty and the bravery of all inankimt 
<.)h. ni}’ duli devil's eyes ! 

Jlr. 1 do forgive you t fATAvrs /«:#■. 

I]y this, am! this, I do. i know you were cozen’d ; 
Tine shadow of llnnverc*! know you aim'd at, 
And not at me ; hut 'twas most necessary 
I should be struck: some ham! above direrteil you ; 
For Juliana could not shew her justice, 

Witisout depriving high Heaven of his glory, 

Dn any subject fit for her,* but Viroict. 

Forgive me\oo, and take my last breath, sweet one ! 
This the ticw marriage’ of our souls tcjgether. 
'rhink of me, Juliana; but not often, 

For fear my faults should hurtiien your atVccUuiis. 
Pray for me, for I faint. 

JiiL Oh, stay a littk*, 

A littk', iittfc, sir ! IQ/kT's A’ /.?// htrself. 

fir. Fy, Juliana! 

JuL Shall i out'live the virtue I have murder’d r 
fir. Hold, or thou hat‘st my peace ! Give me 
the dagger ; 

On your obedience, and your love, delixer it ! 

If you do thus, we shall not meet in I leaven, sweet; 

* Or itiiy suhjtct.} .'Vmcinled by Synijisou. 

, ’ 'I’liK //« «e'u.' ^Manw^sre'd ’Synijision wiy«i, ««> frr(;iiui>' 

rea4 ’<« tor thk. “ t»r the sentcnc*’? will bv: io mudi 
as etlipUcai." This, lar ihis |9, is a tutapdoa fllipfi.-i, and by iin 
;w>aas aoweibica!.*— Ed. 177S. '' ' 
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No guilty blcod comes there : Kill your intentions, 
And then you conquer. There, where I am going, 
Would you not meet me, dear ? 

. JmI \^es. 

Vir. And still love me r 

Jzd. And still behold you. 

Fir. Live then, till Heaven calls you : 

Then, ripe and full of sweetness, you rise sainted ; 
Then 1, that went before you to prepare, 

Shall meet and welcome you, and daily court you, 
With hymns of holy love.® God ! I go out! ■ 
Give me your liand. Farewell 1 in peace, farewell! 
Remember me ! farewell ! [Dies. 

Jul. Sleep you,® sweet glasses! 

An everlasting slumbgr crown those crystals! 

s IVitJi himns of holy love J go out :] The colon at the end 

Oi the line scorns greatly to injure the sense of this passage, as the 
— to have swallowed up a word which is requisite to complete 
both that and the measure : I imagine we should fill up and point 
thus, 

IVitk hymns of holy love ■> — Toi:e I out 

G'/re me your hand; 

The judicious reader will easily see the reason of heith^^Sympso^i* 

We rather imagine the' 'judicious reader'^ wilf see no reason 
for cither, — The ideal delicacy of the iirst editors of several of 
our authors^ plays induced them to place an hiatus for many 
words at which no real delicacy could receive the ioast shock ; 
and, in the present instance, as in multitudes of others, we have 
no doubt but Gods was the original word lor which an hiatus is 
here substituted. This reading appears much more spirited than 
Sympsoi/s, — Ed. 1778. The delicacy is not to be ascribed to 
the editors of the old copies, but to the licensers of the stage and 
the })ress. I have preferred varying fhe word introduced by the 
last editors. 

Skefp you^ &c*3 This passion of Juliana calls for, and deserves 
our highest admiration : Tis drawn wdth so,, masterly ao hand, that 
a person must be endued with a very small share of taste. not, to 
be touched at the reading of it : Our poets’ style, in the pathetic, 
??.ppear5 suflicienti y plain through the body of their plays, but here 
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All my delight, adieu! farewell, t!t%r Virolet, 
Dear, dear, most dear ! Oh, I can weep no more ; 
My hodv now is fire, and ali-ronsuming. 

Here will I sit. forget the world aiul all things, 
And only wait wluif Heas’eii shall turn mv to; 
For now incthinks I should not live. 

1 .stV.v i7»>;,'v.'. 


Enter Pandui.pho with a hook. 


JPumt Oh, my sweet daughter, 

The work is finish’d now I promised thee ; 

Here are thy virtues shewn, here register'd. 

And here shall live for ever. 

Jill Blot it, burn it ! 

I have no virtue ; hateful I am as hell is* 

Pfind, Is not this,¥troiet? _ , , 

Jttl Ask no''■iroor«’que9t^on8^■'''-'V/«:;:^^^^■■^ ^ 

Mistaking him, I kill’d him. 

Pmd. Oil, my mn ! 

Nature turns to roy heart again. IMy dear son ! 
Son of njy age ! w'ouklst thmi go out so quickly? 
So poorly fake th}* leave, and never see jue .* 

Was this a kind .stroke, daughter r C'uuid ysui love 
him, 

Honour hi.s father, and so deadly strike him ? 

Ob, wither’d timeless ytJUtl> ! areal! thy piwrai-ses. 
Thy goodly growth of honours, come to this? 

Do Thalt kill i’ th’ world, and trouble Nature, 
When her main pieces founder, add fat! <liii!y ? 

Etiitr Lucto mddlum Sena tits. 

Litm. He does weep certain. What body’s that 
lies by him ? 

it ftaiHfs out, itr»i {wrhiijis has not its supi^r in any part of their 
master Shakspearc’s compesilioiis.— 
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' 


How do you, sif ? 

Panel. Oh, look there, Lucio, 
Thy master, thy best master 1 
Lucio. Woe is me ! 


mi 


They have kill’d him, slain him basely ! Oh, my 
master ! 

Pemd. Well, daughter, well ! what heart you 
had to do this ! 

I know he did j’^ou wrong ; but ’twas his fortune, 
And not his fault : For my sake, that have loved 
you— 

But I see now you scorn me too. 

Lucio. Oh, mistress ! 

Can you sit there, and his cold body breathless 
Basely upon the earth ? 

Pand. Let her alone, boyr: 

She glories in his end. 

Lticio. You shall not sit here, 

And suffer him you loved — Ha ! good sir, come 
hither, 

Gome hither quickly ! heave her up ! Oh, Heaven, 
sir ! 

Oh, God, my heart ! she’s cold, cold, cold, and stiff 
too. 

Stiff as a stake ; she’s dead ! • 

Pand. She’s gone ; ne’er bend her f , 

I know her heart, she could not want his company. 
Blessing go with thy soul ! sweet angels shadow it ! 
Oh, that I were the third now! what a happiness ! 
But I must live, to see you laid in earth bothj 
Then build a chapel to your memories, 

Where ail my wealth shall fashidn out your stories; 


bend Aer*] This expression is explained by our authors 
'11 the Maid’s Tragedy : 

J have hmr(k if there beany Hfe^ but bow 
The body tkus^ and it mii $kemit^ey7* — Ed» !77S» 
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Then dig a little grave besides, atw! alTs done. 
How sweet she looks !' her eyes are open smiling; 
I thought she Ii.id been alive. You are my charge, 
’ sir; . 

Aiul amongst saui 1*11 see his goods distriimted. 

I To the ■SV’C’<';4'«jf,V. 

Lake up the bndie.s ; m.ourn in iicart. my friends ; 
You have lost two noble .sucetHirs. l-dlluw me; 
And thou, sad country, weep this misery ! 

[/•L'tir/?/. 


SCENE IIL 


Mnfer Duke, LYw/.c«v/?*w, d/rw/cr, (tnmh'i\ Cidzem, 

' ■ „ JwUk Soykrs.^- •■'•d y 

Duke. Keep the porSs strongly niann’d, and let 
i:one eiUer, 

Ihif sue!? iis are kioiuji pjitiiois. 

JII. Liberty, liberty ! 

Duke. 'Tis a substantial tiiing, and not a word, 
You men of Naples : whinb, if once taken from us, 
Al! other blessings leave us ; 'tis a jewel 
Worth purchasing at the dear rate of life, 

And so to he rlefended. Oh, rememher 
'Winit yon Intve sulfer'd, since you parted with it; 
A\nA*. li iiirigiti vou wish not to be slaves,*- 

• tu. id. , ^ 

*'Thif v'lil bUvjc.^mr€ihm (uo «!riuht.fr«m the prompti v^booli) 
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And propertied to Ferrand’s pride and iust, 

Take noble courage, and make perfect wliat 
Is happily begun. - 

\€it. Our great preserver ! - 

You have enfranchised us from vvretched bondage. 
2 CiL An’t might be knoAvn, to whom we ow'-e 
our freedom, 

We to the death would follow him. 

$ Cit. Make him king. 

The tyrant once removed. 

Ditke. That’s not my end : • 

Twas not ambition that brought me hither, 

With these my faithful friends, nor hope of spoil. 
For when we did possess the tyrant’s treasure, 

By force extorted from you, and employ’d 
To load you with most miserable thraldom, 

We did not make it ours ; but with it purchased 
The help of these, to get you liberty. 

That for the same price kept you in subjection. 
Nor are we Switzers, worthy countrymen, 

But Neapolitans. Now eye me well ; 

[I'lirows oj/’ hi , 1 disguise. 

And though the reverend ehiblems of mine age 
(My silver locks) are shorn, my beard cut oilt'J 

3 'bkard. pfl't 

Fartaldng yd of an adulterate colour , This is a giai'ing co!> 
tradiction indet^d, tdr if ins beard was cut oti, the colour of it could 
lioi possibly be adulterate : If we do but remember what we are 
told of this duke’s having his beard run iniu a peak of cxcenty^ we 
may read the passage thus with Mr Seward, 

— my beard cut sharp ; 

Or, as I think, nearer the traces of the letters thus, 

’Tis well known that <l)'ing, of beards was a frequent custom in our 



Partaking yet of an adulterate ci^our ; 
Thuug|}.44nii teen years yoti Inu’e mn seen this face, 
"^ 'Hi/fnay rentendser it, aiui rail t(» iniiu! 

Xlffeia- n’a.sa nnkeofSes'ie.a imtrh wruiig'd prince, 
hv thi*^ Tyrant IVrruiul 
! i if Xenv ! kiHuv him. 

'i Of 'Tis lie. Lnng live, the Duke (if Hesse ! 
Diihr. I t flank yem. 

'Fhe inimii'^ 1 uveivid, I must cnnl'ess, 

Wade me Ihrget the h>ve 1 owed this country, 

F’’or which, 1 iiope, J have given satisfactiun, 

In Iteing the tirst that .stirrri to give if freedom, 
.\iul wit h your ]n\ es and furtherance, will call !>ack 
Lftng-h.mi'Hh’d Peace, iind Plenty to this people, 
y ('it. Lead win re you please, we’ll follow. 

! i'it. Ihiie all dangers. 


Etikr Pax rn' i nn w, the hodm V i «« i.jkt emi .1 1 

i.iA.VA //mw. 

ihike. What solenit! fnijeral's this ' 

'i'herc rest a u hile, 

;\ud if’t be j»os.st!»le there can he added 
’IVings to vour swift desire of Just revenge, 

Hear (if my tears will gi\-e way to m}' words; 
l|j brief a most sad .stoiy. 

Difke* Speak, wiiat are they ' 

I know thee well, Pandulplio. 

As far as sorrow will give leave, mo.st welenine i 
Tiiis Virolet svas, ami but a son of mine, 


Tl)*> fluke's »w;iHi»g (mwe femiliarly than amir8l4v<!>e|iri“s.‘(i ,■ 
is, “ Tiioitgh my brant is dim iKiSHtn, awi mcedour atlultvia- 
led, to Ititic Hir age, yet jnso may rentembrr,'* JTT 
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Scene in.] , MARRIAGE. 

I might say, thl; most hopeful of our gentry ; 
Ami, though unfortunate, never ignoble : 

But I’ll speak him no further. Look on this, 
This face, that in a savage would move pity, 

The wonder of her sex ! and having said 
’Tis Juliana, Eloquence will want words 
To set out her deservings. This bless’cl lady, 
Tliat did endure the rack to save her husband, 
That husband, who, in being forced to leave her, 
Endured a thousand tortures ; by what practice 
I know not, (but ’twas sure a cunning one) 

Are made, the last I hope, but sad examples. 

Of Ferrand’s tyranuy.r- 

Coavey the bodies hence 1 , , 

Duke. .'Express your sorrow- .v. 

In your revenge, not teats, my worthy Wldiers ! 
That fertile earth, that teem’d so many children 
To feed his cruelty, in her wounded womb 
Can hardly now receive ’em. 

Boats. We are cold; 

Cold walls shall not keep him from us ! 

Gim. Were be cover’d 

With mountains, and room only for a bullet 
To be seat level at him, I would speed him. 
Master. Let’s scale this petty tower ! At sea 
we are falcons, 

And fly unto the main-top in a moment : 

What then can stop us here? 

1 Cit. We’ll tear him piece-meal ! 

% Cit. Or eat a passage to him ! 

Duke. Let discretion 

Direct your anger : That’s a victory, . 

, Which is got with least loss ; let us raake ours such! 
And therefore, friends, while we hold parley here. 
Raise your scalado on the other side ; 

But, enter’d, wreak your sufferings. 
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THE double^ 

: . 

1 Ciif. In oar wrongs,' . * 

[Exeunt Sailors and Soldiers. 

There was no mean- 

2 Cit. Nor in our full revenge 
Will we know any. 

Duke. Be appeased, good man ! 

: ' [2o PaHDULPHO. 

No sorrow can redeem them from Death’s prison ; 
What his inevitable hand hath seized on, 

The world cannot recover. All the comfort 
That I can give to youyds to see vengeance 
Pour’d dreadfully upon the author’s head. 

Of which their ashes may be sensible, 

That have fallen by him. [Soutid a parley. 

Enter Fekrand, Martxa, Ascanio, and RoN“ 
YERK on the ramparts of the citadel. 

P<a!Kd. They appear. 

Fer. ’Tis not that we esteem rebellious traitors 
Worthy an answer to their proudest summons, 
That we vouchsafe our presence, or to exchange 
One syllable with ’em^;; but to let such know. 
Though circled round.with treason, all points bent 
As to their centre at my heart, ’tis free, 

Tree from fear, villains ; and in this weak tower 
Ferrand commands as absolute as when 
He trod upon your necks, and as much scorns you. 
And when the sun of majesty shalhbfeak through 
The clouds of your rebellion, every beam, 

Instead of comfortable heat, shall send 
Consuming plagues among you, and you call 
That government which you term’d tyrannous, 
Hereafter, gentle. 

■ Duke. Flatter not thyself 

With these deluding hopes, thou cruel beast ! 

Thou art i’ th’ toil, and the glad huntsman prouder, 
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By whom thou ^1't taken, of his prey, than if 
(Like thee) he should command, and spoil his fore'at 
Per. What art thou ? 

J)uhc. To thy horror, Duke of Sesse. 

Ftr. The devil ! 

Duke Reserved for thy damnation. 

Per. Why shakes my love r 
Mart. Oh, I am lost for ever ! 
iSlountains divide me from him ! some kind hand 
Prevent our fearful meeting ! or lead me 
To the steep rock, whose rugged brows are bent 
Upon the swelling main ; there let me hide me : 
And as our bodies then shall be divided. 

May ouf souls never meet ! 

Per. Whence grows, this, sweetest t/ 

Mart. There are a thousand furies in his looks j 
And in his deadly silence more loud horror. 

Than when in hell the tortured and tormentors 
Contend whose shrieks are greater. Wretched me i 
It is my father. 

Duke. Yits, and I will own her, sir, 

Till my revenge. It is my daughter, Ferrand, 
IMy daughter thou hast whored. 

Per. 1 triumph in it ! 

To know she’s thine, atfords me more true pleasure 
Than the act gave me, when even at the height, 

I crack’d her virgin zone. Her shame dwell on thee, 
And all thy family! May they never know 
A female issue, but a whore 1 — Ascanio, 

Ronvere, look cheerfully ; be thou a man too, 
And learn of me to die ! That we might fall, 

And in our ruins swallow up this kingdom, 

Nay, the whole world, and make a second cha5sj 
‘And if fram thence a new beginning rise, 

Be it recorded this did end with us, 

And from our dust hath emhrion ! 
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Rom. I lived witli you, v ^ ^ 1 
And Avill die with you ; your example makes me 
Equally bold. 

Jsc. And I resolved to bear 
Whate’er my fate appoints me. 

Duke. They are ours : 

Now to the spoil ! 

Boats. Pity the lady ; to all else be deaf. 

Within. Kill, kill, kill ! 

l^Alarum, flourish trumpets, retreat. 

Re-enter Duke, with Fehrand’s head; the Citizens, 
Master, Boatswain, Gunner, Soldiers bringing in 
Ascanio and Mahtia, 

Duke . , Cruel beginnings meet with cruel ends ; 
And the best sacrifice to Heaven for peace , 

Is tyrant’s blood, and those that stuck fast to him. 
Flesh’d instruments in his commands to mischief 
With him dispatch’d. 

Boats. They are all cut off. 

Duke. ’Tis well. 

All. Thanks to the Duke of Sesse I 
Duke. Pay that to Heaven, 

And for a general joy give general thanks ; 

For blessings ne’er descend from Heaven, but wher. 
A grateful sacrifice ascends from men. 

To your devotion ! leave me : There’s a scene 
Which I would act alone. Yet you may stay ; 
For wanting just spectators, ’twill be nothing. 

Th§ rest forbear me ! 

Cit. Liberty, liberty, liberty ! 

Mart, I would I were as far beneath the centre, 
As now I stand above it. How I tremble ! 

Thrice happy they that died! 1 dying live 
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To stand the 'Idiirlwind of a father’s fury. 

Now it moves toward me. 

Duke. Thou — want a name 
By which to style thee : All articulate sounds 
That do express the mischief of vile woman, 

That are, or have been, or shall be, are weak 
To speak thee to the height. Witch ! Parricide ! 
For thou, in taking leave of modesty, 

Hast kill’d thy father, and his honour lost ; 

He’s but a walking shadow to torment thee. 

To leave and rob thy father, then set free 
His foes, whose slavery he did prefer 
Above all treasure, was a strong defeazance, 

To cut off even the surest bonds of imercy ; 

After all this, (having given up thyself. 

Like to a sensual beast, a slave to lust) 

To.play the whore, and then (high Heaven, it racks 
me !) 

To find out none to quench thy appetite 
But the most cruel king, whom next to hell 
Thy father hated, and whose black embraces 
Thou shouldsthave fled from, as the whips of furies ! 
What canst thou look for ? 

Mart. Death !. and ’tis not in you 
To hurt me further. )Wy old resolution, , 
Take now the place of fear ! In this I lived. 

In this I’ll die, your daughter. 

Enter Pandulpho, and the bodies borne on the 
hearse, 

* . ■ ' - 

Pand. Look but here ! 

Y ou had, I know, a guilty hand in this ; ° 

- Repentjt, lady. 

iWhrt Juliana dead ? 

And Viroiet ? , ■ 

VOL. vnr. I 
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Fand. By her uiiwiiling hand, i 
Mart. Fates, you are equal ! — ^Whai can now fall 
on me, 

That I will shrink at ? Now unmoved I dare 
Look on your anger, and not bend a knee 
To ask your pardon : Let your rage run higher 
Thau billows raised up by a violent tempest. 

And be, as that is, deaf to all entreaties ! 

They are dead, and I prepared ; for in tlicir fall 
All my desires are summ’d up. 

- Duke. Impudent too ? 

Die in it, wretch ! [Offers to kill her. 

Boats. Stay, sir ! [Boacszeam kills her. 

Duke. How darest thou, villain. 

Snatch from my sword the honour of my justice? 

Boats. 1 never did you better service, sir ; 

Yet have been ever faithful. I confess 
That she deserved to die ; but by whose hand ? 
Not by a father’s. Double all her guilt, '' 

It could not make you innocent, had you done it : 
In me ’tis murder, in you ’twere a crime 
Heaven could not pardon. Witness that I love you ! 
And in that love 1 did it. 

Duke. Thou art noble ; 

I thank thee for’t. The thoughtof her diewith her! 
Asc. My turn is next ; since she could find no 
mercy, 

What am I to expect ? 

-M Of. With one voice, sir, 

The citizens salute you with the style 
Of King of Naples. 

Duke. I must be excused ; 

The burden ,is too heavy for my shoulders ; 
Bestow it where ’tis due.— Stand forth,..Ascanio i" 
It does -belong to you ; live long and wear it : 
And, warn’d by the example of your uncle, 
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Learn that you are to govern men, not beasts ; 
And that it is a most improvident head. 

That strives to hurt the limbs that do support it i 
Give burial to the dead. For me, and mine, 

We will again to sea, and never know 

The place, which in my birth first gave me woe. 

IJF'kurish qf trumpets. Exeunt. 
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This Tragi»Comedy, which, like the other plays in this 
lume, was first printed by the players in l647^ was the sole pro- 
duction of Fletcher, and was licensed for the stage by Sir Henry 
Herbert, being performed by the king’s servants. May 27, 
Notwitiistanding its very great merit, it was neglected already in 
the days of Liuigbaiuc, and indeed the subject of the plot seems 
""to render Us revival in our clays very improbable. There are few 
plays, however, which will aSbrd so much pleasure in the closet, 
when the improbability of some parts of the plot is kept out of 
sjight* The exquisite beauty of certain scenes and single speeches, 
and the almost uninterrupted harmony of the versification, cannot 
fail to delight every reader. The characters possess the general 
value of those delineated by Fletcher. Without pretensions to 
the skill of Shakspeare in this department of dramatic excellence, 
which no one possessed in the same degree before or since his 
day, they are discriminated with fully as much art as those of 
any of his contemporaries. Valerio is a character very happily 
executed ; his love for Evanthe is painted in exquisite colours j 
and the agitations of a lover’s mind have been seldom so strikingly 
and naturally pourtrayed, Evanthe may be brought forward as a 
splendid instance of Fletcher’s almost unrivalled success in female 
characters of her class. — Villains are less happily drawn by Flet- 
cher ; he generally represents them downrightly wicked, without 
endeavouring to make them interesting even while they are detest- 
. able. Hence we must not expect to meet with a Richard HL, or 
an JagoFin his dramas ; nor can the usurper, Frederick, and the 
infamous pander, Sorano, bear comparison with any of Shak- 
speax’e’s characters of a similar kind. — Fletcher has succeeded bet- 
ter here than in most other plays where he has introduced a do- 



mestic foal : Tony no donbt teminds^tis of Toucbstone and other 
downs of the great master of dramatic poetry, but it is a great 
matter to liave imitated him so well* 

Our poet had certainly The Maid’s Tragedy in his mind when 
he wrote the latter acts of this play. The scene in the bed ’cham- 
ber, together with Valerio’s absti^:ence from his wife, will bring to 
the memory of every attentive reader similar scenes in that tra- 
gedy, differently conducted however, and with great skill adapted 
to the plot of the Wife for a Month. — The catastrophe of the 
play exhibits another singular coincidence with a scene of a very 
modern drama. Valerio^s winning the affections of his wife in dis- 
guise is very similar to a scene between Amelia and Charles in the 
Bobbers. As Schiller wrote this tragedy at the age of eighteen, 
no imitation can be reasonably inferred, as it is very unlikely tlmt 
he should have been then acquainted with authors so little known 
on the continent as Beaumont and Fletcher. * 

Langbaine observes, that the story of Alphonso, his character, 
and the treatment he receives from his brother, are borrowed from 
the history of Sancho VllL King of Leon. 

" For the same reason it is very improbable that Schiller should have 
taken the character of Charles the Robber from that of Severino, ia 
Massinger’s Guardian. See Mr Gifford’s edition, voL IV. p. ISS. 


Yotr are welcome, gentlemen ; and 'would our feast 
Were so well seasoned, to please every guest 1 
Ingenuous appetites, I hope we shall. 

And their examples may prevail in all. 

Our noble friend, who writ this, bid me say, 

He had rather dress, upon a triumph-day, * 

My lord-mayor's feast, and make him sauces too, 

^ Sauce for each several mouth ; nay further go, 

He had rather build up those invincible pies 

And castle- custards* that affright all eyes, ^ * 

V\' ■ alt^ 'and/'ileir 

Than dress for such a curious company 
One single dish : Yet he has pleased ye too, 

* And you have confess'd he knew well what to do; 

Be hungry as you were wont to be, and bring 
Sharp stomachs to the stories he shall sing, 

And he dare yet, he says, prepare a table 
Shall make you say, vvcil drest, and he well able» 

* Me hud rut her hulld up thm invincible pies ^ ^ ^ ^ , 

And castle-custards.] The ingenuity of ancient cooks in raising 
, try-fortificatiortfe has been already noticed. In the text, we have not 
only fortresses of paste, but castles made of custards, furnished with eat- 
able artillery, on a triumph-day, tliat is, one of the greatest festivities at 
the mansion-house. Another similar device of march-pane is mentioned 
in Witts and Fancies, 13Q$, 4. At a nobleman's banquet a ship of 
march-pane stuff was set upon the board, wherein was all manner 
ffshes of the like stuff." 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



ibidinous, brother to Al- 
t' of his kingdom, 
'vanthe, Frederick's xoick- 




i AlpEonso, king of _ ^ 

^ Erederickj unnatura 
- phonso, andui 

j Sorano, a lord, brother to 
\ ed instrument. 

A Valerio, a noble young lord, servant to Evanthe. 

\ Cainillo, 1 

\ Cleanthes, > three honest court lords. 

AMenallo, } 

‘Riigio, an honest lord, friend to Alphonso. 

'hizxco, a friar, Alphonsds friend. 

APodramo, a necessary creature to Sot'ano. 

\ wony, Frederick's knavish fool. 

1 Castruccio, captain of the citadel, an honest man. 
Lawyer. 

Physician. 

Captain. ■ 

Cutpurse. 

Friars. 

Suitors. 

Citizens, and Attendants. 

F" ' 

r Maria,* queen, wife to Frederick, a virtuous lady. 
i ’Eyanthe, sister to Sorano, the chaste wife qi Valerio ; 
I or A Wi#for a month. 

^andra, an old bawd, waiting-woman to Evanthe. 

Ladies and City Wives. 



® The queen has been naineless hitherto, but in the first folio. 
Mar. is prefixed to her speeches in the first act, and 1 irave ven- 
tured to name her Maria upon this testinion 3 ' throughout the piay, 
particularly as she is not the queen of the legitimate sovereign, 
of a usurper. 

■ 1 


Persons in the Masque, 



Cupid. 

The three Graces. 
Fancy. 

Desire. 

Delight. 

Hope. 

Fear. 


Distrust. 

Jealousy. 

Care. 

Ire. 

Poverty. 

Despair. 


SCENE, 


^ Joseph Tavlor, Richard Robin- 

Krch J679?’ Underwood, Qeorge 
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WIFE FOR A MONTH. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

An Aparimdit in the Palace. 


Enter Frederick, Sorano, Valerio, Camillo, 
Cleanthes, Menallo, and Attendants. 

Sor. Will your grace speak ? 

Fred. Let me alone, Sorano ; 

Although my thoughts seem sad, they are wel- 
come to me.* 

Sor. You know I am private as your secret 
wishes, 

Ready to fling my soul upon your service,* 

Ere you command me on’t. 

Fred. Bid those depart. 

Sor. You must retire, my lords. 

Cani. What new design 






* Readj; tojflmg soul^ Somno’s readiness to assist his 
master's amours is equal to,' and as infamous as^ that of Paadarus, 
in Shakspeare's Troilus and Cressida*— -Jieed. 
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Is hammering in his head now ? 

C/e. Let’s pray heartily 

None of our heads meet with it : My wife’s old, 
That’s all my comfort 

Mm. Mine’s ugly, that I am sure on. 

And I think honest too \ ’twould make me start 
else. 

Cam. Mine’s troubled in the country with a 
fever, 

And some few infirmities else. He looks again ; 
Come, let’s retire : Certain ’tis some she-business, * 
This new lord is employ’d. 

[Exeunt Camillo, Cleanthes, ayid Menalio. 
Val. I’ll not be far off. 

Because I doubt the cause. 

Fred. Are they all gone } 

Sor. All but your faithful servant. 

Fred. I would tell thee, 

But ’tis a thing thou const not like. 

Sor. Pray you speak it ; 

Is it my head ? I have it ready for you, sir : 

Is’t any action in my power ? my wit ? 

I care not of what nature, nor what follows. 

Fred. I am in love. 

Sor. That’s the least thing of a thousand, 

The easiest to achieve. 

. Fred. But with whom, Sorano ? 


[Retires. 




. . 

thu new Iord*s employed,} Mr SympsoH, without authority^ 
or notice, reads, 

. . This new lord*s emplofd in/' 

whidi proves he did not understand the poet, Camillo, a good 
man, is intended to say, Certainly 'tis some illicit amour^ as « 
; this [bad'l is empioyM,"“X N* 

'Inhere can be nothing plainer than this expIanatioBj and yet 

retain the varia^on of Sympson. 
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Sor. With whom you please, you must not be 
denied, sir. 

Fred. Say, it be with one of thy kinswomen? 
Sor. Say, with all ; 

I shall more love your grace, I shall more honour 
you; 

And ’would I had enough to serve your pleasure ! 

Fred. Why, ’tis thy sister then, the fair Evanthe ; 
I’ll be plain with thee. 

Sor. I’ll be as plain with you, sir ; 

She brought not her perfections to the world, . 
To lock them in a case, or hang ’em. by her ; 

The use is all she breeds ’em for ; she’s yours, sir. 
Fred. Dosi'ihou mean seriously ? 

Sor. I mean my sister ; 

And if I had a dozen more, they were all yours. 
Some aunts I have, they have been handsome 
women ; 

My mother’s dead indeed; and some few cousins, 
That are now shooting up,' we shall see shortly, 
Fred. No ; ’tis Evanthe. 

Sor. I have sent my man unto her, 

Upon some business to come presently ^ 

Hither ; she shall come ; your grace dare speak 
unto het r ^ 

Large golden promises, and sweet language, sir. 
You know what they work ; she’s a complete 
courtier : 


3 presently 

Hither^ she shall Hither^ L e. into your apartments. 

But Sorano could not say that he had sent for her to come thither^ 
The comma f therefore> should be, as I have put ifc^ Sifter presently. 

>^SympsQn» 

There Ts no occasion to alter the punctuation* Sorano had not 
sent his servant to come to the palace where he must have been 
when he received his order* but had sent him to his sister to bid 
her come hither (to the palace). upon some business. 
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Besides, I’ll set in.- 
Fred. She waits upon my queen : 

What jealousy and anger may arise. 

Incensing her 

Sor. You have a good sweet lady, 

A woman of so even and still a , temper, 

She knows not anger : Say, she were a fury, 

I had thought you had been absolute, the great 
king, 

The fountain of all honours, place,* and pleasures, 
Your will and your commands unbounded also : 
Go, get a pair of beads and learn to pray, sir. 

Enter Servant. 


Serv. My lord, your servant stays. 

Sor. Bid him come hither. 

And bring the lady #ith him. Ssypfs/. 

Fred. I will woo her ; 

And either lose myself, or win her favour. 


Sor. She is coming in. 


Fred, Thy eyes shoot through the door ; 
They are so piercing, that the beams they dart 
Give new light to the room ! 


Enter PonuAMO and Eva nth e. 


\f:,E'ean. 


Whither dost thoii go ? 

This is the king’s side; and his private lodgings ; 
What business have I here ? 

Pod. My lord sent for you. 

Evan. Hisl6dgingsar|! below; you are mistaken ! 
W’e left ihem at the. stair-lbot. 


i* . The fountain of all honours, plays, and pleasures.1 The va- 
‘i^n in the text was proposed by Mr Syinpson, and, though not 
ahsotWly necessary, it is certainly an improved reading. 
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Pod. Good sweet madam ! 

Emn. I am no counsellor, nor important suitor, * 
Nor have no private business through these 
chambers, 

To seek him this way. O’ my life, thou’rt drunk, 
Or worse than drunk, hired to convey me hither 
To some base end ! Now I look on thee better, 
Thou hast a bawdy face, and I abhor thee, 

A bdtistly- bawdy face ! Til go no further. 

8or. Nay, shrink not back ; indeed you shall, 
good sisrer. 

Why do you blush r the good king will not hurt 

' • 

He honours you, and loves you. 

Evan. Is this the business ? 

Sor. Yes, and the best you ever will arrive at, 
If you be wise. 

Evan. My father was no bawdj sir, 

Noi of that worshipful stock, as I remember. 

Sor. You are a fool! 

Evan. You are that I shame to tell you ! 

Fred, Gentle Evanthe ! 

Evan. The gracious queen, si r* 

Is well and merry. Heaven be thanked for it ; ,, 

And, as 1 think, she waits you in the garden. 
Eyed. Let her wait there ; I talk not of her 
garden ; 

I talk of thee, sweet flower. 

Evan. Your grace is pleasant, 

To mistake a nettle for a rose. 


s I am no comseUor, nor important suitor.1 Important is cop- 
tinuaJly used for importunate. So in King Lear*— ■ 

M Great France, i 

My mourning and important tears hath pitied.’' 

VOI. VIII. K 
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Fred. No rose. 

Nor lily, nor no glorious hyacinth. 

Are of that sweetness,- whiteness, tenderness. 
Softness, and satisfying blessedness, 

As my Evanthe. 

Emn. Your grace speaks very feelingly : 
Iwouldnotbe a handsome wench in your way, sir. 
For a new gown. 

Fred. Thou art all handsomeness ; 

Nature will be ashamed to frame another 
Now thou art made ; thou hast robb’d her of her 
• .cunning: 

Each several part about thee is a beauty. 

Sor. Do you hear this, sister ? 

Emn. Yes, unworthy brother! 

But all this will not do. 

Fred. But love, Evanthe, 

Thou shalt have more than words ; wealth, ease, 
and honours, « 

My tender wench. 

Emn. Be tender of my credit. 

And I shall love you, sir, and I shall honour you. 

Fred. I love thee to enjoy thee, my Evanthe, . 
To give thee the content of love. 

Evan. Hold, hold, sir. 

You are too fleet: I have some business this waj*. 
Your grace can ne’er content. 

You stubborn toy ! 

Oood n^ lord Bawd, I thank you ! 

Fred. Thou shalt not go. Believe me, sweet 
; Evanthe, . ..v’;:-...:' 

So high I will advance thee for this fa\’our, 

So rich and potent I will raise thy fortune, 

And thy friends 

; i Good, your grace, be patient ; 

shall make the worsthonourabfe wench that ever 


% 
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Shame your discretion, and your choice. 

Fred. Thou shalt not. 

Evan. Shall 1 be rich, do you say, and glorious. 
And shine above the rest, and scorn all beauties, 
And mighty in command ? 

Fred. Thou shalt be any thing. 

Evaa. Let me be honest too, and then 111 thank 
you. 

Have you not such a title to bestow too ? 

If I prove otherwise, I would know but this, sir; 
Can all the power you have, or all the riches, 

But tie men’s tongues up from discoursing of me, 
Their eyes from gazing at my glorious folly, . , 
Time that shall come, from wond’ring at my im- 
pudence, 

And they that read my wanton life, from curses ? 
Can you do this ? have you this magic in you? 
This is not in your power, though you be a prince, 
sir, 

No more than evil is in holy angels, 

Nor I, I hope. ® Get wantonness confirm’d 
By act of parliament an honesty, 

And so received by all, I’ll hearken to you. 
Heaven guide your grace ! [Goingf 

Evanthe, istay a little ! i { vt 
I’ll no more wantonness ; III marry thee. 

Evan. What shall the queen do ? 

Fred. I’ll be divorced from her, 

Evan. Can you tell why ? What has she done 
against you ? 

Has she contrived a treason ’gainst your person? 

' ■ ■ 

^ lids is not in your fower^ though you be a frince^ 

Mo ng>re than evii is in holy angels^ . 

, Mor ly I koyi\] Tliat Is,, nor am I, I hope,- in |wrer*-M»» 
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Abused your bed ? Does disobedience urge you ? 
JPred. That’s all one ; ’tis my will. 

Enm. ’Tis a most wicked one, 

A most absurd one, and will shew a monster ! 

I had rather be a whore, and with less sin, 

To your present lust, than queen to your injustice. 
Yours is no love, Faith and Religion fly it. 

Nor has no taste of fair affection in it. 

Some hellish flame abuses your fair body. 

And hellish furies blow it. Look behind you : 
Divorce you from a woman of her beauty, 

Of "her integrity, her piety. 

Her love to you, to all that honours you, 

Her chaste and virtuous love ? are these fit causes 
What will you do to me, when I have cloy’d you . 
You may find time out in eternity, 

Deceit and violence in heavenly justice, 

Life in the grave, and death among the blessed, 
Ere stain or brack’ in her sweet reputation. ** 

You have fool’d enough j be wise now, 
and a woman ! 

You have skew’d a modesty sufficient, 

If not too much, for court. 

Emn. Yoii have shew’d an impudence 
A more experienced bawd would blush and shake 
at ! 

You will make my kindred mighty ? 

' Fred. Pv’ythee hear me ! 

*1 do, sir, and I count it a great’ offer. 
Fred. Any of thine. 

Evan. ’Tis like enough you may clap honour on 
. them, 

Buf bow ’twill sit, and how men will adore it, 

)>.Ts still the question^; tell you what^they’II- 
%|v say, sir, j,...;/ 


i e» Breach, flaw. 
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What the report will be. and ’twill be true too ; 
(And it must needs be comfort to your master ! 

These are tiie issues of her impudence.” 
rU tell your grace, so dear I hold the queen, 

So dear that honour that she nursed me up in, 

I would first "take to me, for my lust, a Moor, 

One of your galley-slaves, that cold and nunger, 
Decrepid misery, had made a mock- man, 

Than be your queen ! 

Fred. You are bravely resolute. 

Evan. X had rather be a leper, and be sbunn’d, 
And die by pieces, rot into my grave, 

Leaving no memory behind to know me. 

Than be a high whore fd eternity ! 

Fred, You have another gamester, I perceive 

• by ye; ' " ; 

You durst not slight me else. 

Sor. I’ll find him out ; 

Though he He next thy heart hid, I’ll discover him ; 
And, ye proud peat, ® III make you curse your in 
science ! 

Val. {^Apart-I Tongue of an angel, and the truth 
of Heaven, . 

How, am I blest I 

SFr. Podranioj'go in haste - {Apart to him. 
To my sister’s gentlewoman ; (you know her well) 
And bid her send her mistress presently 

And it must needs he contort to your master.] Seward, wbo 
could not conceive that Evanthe calls Sorano the master, or tu^ 
tor, in iniquity to Frederick, reads — minister* 

^ And^ ye yroud peat] This was the original of our word yef^ 
and generally used with the same meaning. So in Eastward Hoe, 
Girtred says~*^ l*ou do not scorn my ladyship though it is 'in a 
waistcoat? You are a ped indeed-i'Do I ofier to mortgage my 
•htdyship for you and for your avail, arid do you tumthe -lip ami 
the alas to my ladyship . 
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The lesser cabinet she keeps her letters in, 

And such-like toys, and bring it to me instantly. 
Away ! 

Fod. I am gone. lEa'ii, 

Enter Maeia, with two Ladies. 

Bor. The queen ! 

Fred. Let’s quit the place ; she may grow jealous . 

\Eiceunt FRtuERicic and Sorano. 
Mar. So suddenly departed ! what’s the reason ? 
Does my approach displease his grace ? are my 
eyes 

So hatefurto him ? or my conversation 
Infected, that he flies me ? — Fair Evanthe ‘ 

Are you there ? then I see his shame. 

Eoan. ’Tis true, madam, 

’Thas pleased.his goodness to be pleasant with me. 
Mar. ’Tis strange to find thy modesty in this 
place! 

Does the king ofier fair? does thy face take him ? 
Ne’er blush, Evanthe, ’tis a very sweet one. 

Does he rain gold, and precious promises, 

Into thy lap ? will he advance thy fortunes ? 

Shalt thou be mighty, wench ? 

Evan. Never mock, madam ; 

’Tis rather on your part to be lamented. 

At least revenged. I can be mighty, lady, 

And glorious too, glorious and great as you arc. 
Mar. He’ll marry thee ? 

Evan. Who would not be a queen, madam ? 
Mar. ’Tis true, Evanthej ’tis' a brave ambition, 
A golden dream, that may delude a good mind. 
What shall become of me ? 

-Evan.- You must learn to pray ; 

Your age and honour will become a nunnery. 

Mar. Wilt thou remember me ? \JVeeps. 
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Emn. She weeps '—Sweet lady, \Kwph 
Upon my knees I ask your sacred pardon ^ 

For my rude boldness ; and know, my swUt mis- 
tress. 

If e’er there were ambition in Evanthe 
It was and is to do you faithful dntifxs ’ 

Tis true I have beei tempted b^the king 
And with no few and potent charms, to wrong ye, 
lo violate the chaste joys of your bed • 

And, those not taking hold, to usurp your state : 
iJlit she that has been bred up under ye 
And daily fed upon your virtuous precepts, 
gill growing strong by example of your goodness, 
Mpmg no errant motion from obedience 
Flies from these vanities, as mere illusions 
And, arm’d with honesty, defies all promises » 

In token of this truth, I lay my life dowr ‘ 
Under your sacred foot, to do you service 

Afar. Rise, m.y true friend, thou virtuous bud 

of beauty ! 

Thou virgins’ honour, sweetly blow and flourish ‘ 

And that Tude nipping wind that seeks to 

thee, 

Or taint thy root, be cursed to all posterity ' - 
To my protection from this hour I take v/- ’ 

Yes, and the king shall know— ^ * 

Emn. Give his heat way, madam 
Apd ’twill go out again ; he may forget all. 

I ^ \Exmnt, 
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SCENE IL 


Another Room in the same: 


Enter Cam^llo, Gceanthe?, and Menalio. 

Cam. What have we to do with the times? wc 
cannot cure ’em. 

Let ’em go on : When they are swoln with surfeits, 
They'll burst and stink; then ail the world shall 
smell ’em. . *> 

Cle. A man may live a bawd, and be an honest 
man. 

Men. Yes, and a wise man too ; ’tis a virtuous 
calling. 

Cam. To his own wife especially, or to his sister. 
The nearer to his own blood, still the honester ; 
There want such honest men; ’would we had more 
of ’em ! 

Mm. To be a villain is no such riide 
Cam. No, if he be a neat one, and a perfect ; 
Art makes all excellent. Wbat is it, gentlemen, 
In a good cause to kill a dozen coxcombs, 

That blunt rude fellows call good patriots ? 
Nothing, nor ne’er look’d after. 

Men. ’Tis e’eii as much, 

As easy too, as honest, and as clear, ■ -- 
To ravish matrons, and deflower coy wenches : 
But here they are so willing, ’tis a compliment. 
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C/e. To pull down churcbes with pretension 
To build ’em fairer, may be done with honour ; 
And all this time believe ho God. 

Cam. I think so ; 

’Tis faith enough if they name him in their angers, 
Or on their rotten tombs * engrave an angel. 
Well, brave Alphonso, how happy had we been, 
If thou hadst reign’d ! 

Men. ’Would I had his disease, 

Tied, like a leprosy, to my posterity. 

So he were right again. 

Ck. What is his malady ? 

Cam. Nothing but sad and silent melancholy, 
Laden with griefs and thoughts, no man knows 

The good Brandino, father to the princes, * 

Used all the art and industry that might be, 

To iVee Alphonso from this dull calamity, 

And seat him in his rule j he was his eldest, 

And noblest too, had not fair Nature stopt in him. 
For which cause this was chosen to inherit, 
Frederick the younger. 

Cle. Does he use his brother 
With that respect and honour that befits him ? _ 
Cam. He is kept privately, as they pretend, 

To give more ease and comfort to his sickness ; 
But he has honest servants, the grave Rugio, 

And friar Marco, that wait upon his person, 

And in a monastery he lives. 

Men. ’Tis full of sadness. 

To see him when he comes to his father’s tomb, 
(As once a day that is his pilgrimage, 

® Or 'oh their rotten tombs engrave m angel.] My Sympson 

Wishes to read* o'er tkdr rottm bones ; but we see no ueed of 
cfaange*--*Ed. 177 B» ■ 

® — «««* JathtT io the princess.] Altered in 1750. 
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Whilst in devotion the choir sings an anthem,) 
How piously he kneels, and, like a virgin, 

That some cross fate had cozen’d of her love, 
Weeps till the stubborn marble sweats with pity, 
And to his groans the whole choir bears a chorus ! 

Enter Fbederick, Sorano with ike Cabinet, and 

PODEAMO. 

Cam. So do I too. — The king, with his contrivers ! 
This is no place for us. 

- {Exeunt Cleanthes, Camielo, and Menallo. 
Fred. This is a jewel ! 

Lay it aside. What paper’s that ? 

Pod. A letter; 

But ’tis a woman’s, sir, I know by the hand, 

And the false orthogtaphy ; they write old Saxon. 
Fred. May-be her ghostly, mother’s that in.” 
structs her. 

Sor. No, ’tis a cousin’s, and came up with a 

V''^i:'i|®ft’5greaTcake.';^ 

Fred. What’s that ? 

Sor. A pair of gloves the duchess gave her ; 
For so the outside says. 

Frea. That other paper } 

Sor. A charm for the tooth-ach ; here’s nothing 
but saints and crosses. 

Fred. Look in that box ; methinks that should 
hold secrets. 

Pod. ’Tis paint, and curls of hair ; she begins to 
exercise. 

A glass of water too ; I would fain taste it, 

But I am wickedly afraid ’twill silence me ; 

Never a conduit-pipe to convey this water'? 

Spr . These are all rings, deaths’ heads, and such 
memento’ 
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Her grandmother and worm-eaten aunts left to her, 
To tell her what her beauty must arrive at. 

Fred. That, that? 

Pod. They are written songs, sir, to provoke 
young ladies. ' 

Lord, here’s a prayer-book! -how these agree ! 
Here’s a strange union ! 

Sor. Ever by a surfeit 
You have a julep set, to cool the patient. 

Fred. Those, those ? 

Sor. They are verses : “ To the blest Evanthe.” 
Fred. Those may discover. Read them out, 
Sorano. [Sorano reads. 

To the blest F,mnthe. c 

Fet those complain that feel Love's cruelty. 

And in sad legends write their woes ; 

With roses gently he has corrected me. 

My war is without rage or blows : 

My mistress' eyes shine fair on my desires, 

And hope springs up ij^amed with her 7iew fires. 

No spore an exile mil 1 dwell, - v r / 

With folded arms, and sighs all day, ' 

Reck'ning the torments of my hell, 

And flinging my stceetjoys away : 

I am call'd, home again to quiet peace, 

My mistress smiles, and all my sorrows cease. 

Yet what is Iking in her eye, 

Or being blest with her sweet tongue, . - 

Jf these no other joys imply ? 

A gotden gyve, * a pleasing wrong : ' , 
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.. :To be your mn but one poor Month, I'd give ^ 
My youth, my fortune, and then lea^e to liver 

Fred. This is my rival that I knew the hand 
now ! 

Sor. I know it, I have seen it ; 'tis Valerio’s, 
That hopeful gentleman’s that was brought up^ 
With you, and, by your charge, nourish'd and fed 
At the same table, with the same a!lowanc!c. 

Fred. And all this courtesy to ruin me ? 

Cross -ray desires? He had better have fed hum- 
blier. 

And stood at greater distance from my fury ! 

Go for him quickly, find him instantly, 

Whilstmy impatient heart swells high with choler ! 
Better have loved Despair, and safer kiss’d her ! 

, , ,, {Exeunt Sobano and Podkamo. 

‘ Enter Evanthe and Cassandra. 

Evan. Thou old weak fool ! dost thou know to 
what end. 

To what betraying end, he got this casket? 

Durst thou deliver him, without my ring, 

Or a command from mine own mouth, that cabinet 
That holds my heart? You unconsiderate ass, 

You brainless idiot ! 

Cffj. I saw you go with him, 

At the first word commit your person to hirn. 

And make no scruple ; he’s your brother's gen- 
tleman, 

And, for any thing I know, an honest man ; 

And might not I upon the same security 
Deliver him a host ? ^ 

Evan. A bottle-head ! 

i;fFred. [Aparf] You shall have cause to chafe, 

' ■ as I will handle it. 
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Extan, I had rather thou hadst deliver’d me to 
pirates, 

Betray’d me to uncurable diseases, 

Hung up my picture in a market-place, ^ 

And sold me to vile bawds ! * 

Cas As I take it, madam, 

Your maidenhead lies not in that cabinet ; 

You have a closer, and you keep the key too : 
Why are you vex’d thus ? 

Evan. I could curse thee wickedly. 

And wish thee more deform'd than age can make 
thee ! 

Perpetual hunger, and no teeth to satisfy it, ® 
Wait on thee still, nor sleep be found to ease it ! 
Those hands that gave the basket, may the palsy 

^ Hung 'Up fu]/ picture^ &:c«] This seems to allude to a custom 
which formerly was frequent at Naples, of hanging up the pic- 
tures'^of the must celebrated courtezans in the public parts of the 
town, to serve nb directions where they lived. See Mrs Behn's play 
of the Rover, or Banished Cavaliers, where the scene is laid in the 
■■same'qslace*-— ilcef/. 

The same allusion occurs in Pericles, Prince of Tyre : and Mr 
Mason ahks, in a note on that play, whether Fletcher liad not that 
tragedy in his mind when he wrote the Wife for a Month. But the 
circumstance was pro.hahly,well,.k.nowp' at the ^time ; aod there is 
no reason to suppose that Fletcher particularly recollected the pas- 
sage in Pericles, probably an obsolete play in 16^4, when the 
present tragi- comedy was written. 

^ Jnd sold me to wild ba'wds.} This may possibly be right, but 
had any of the copies run thus, to vild bawds. I should have made 
no scrapie to prefer it as better.- — Spnpson 

There can be no doubt of the author’s writing vildef which 
word, modernized, is %'ile. — Ed. 1778. 

^ Perpetual hunger p and no teeth to satisfy itJ\ Sympson pro- 
poses to read-— ! 

JVo meat to satisfy 

instead of teeth; but the latter is the better expression. The 
want of teeth [in the presence of meat} is more tantalizing than 

the want of 
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For ever make unnseful, even to feed tliee ! 

Long winters, that thy bones may turn to isicles, 
No hell can thaw again, inhabit by thee ! 

Is thy care like thy body, all one crookedness ? 
How scurvily thou criest now ! like a drunkard I 
ril have as pure tears from a dirty spout. 

Do, swear thou didst this ignorantly, swear it 
Swear and be damn’d, thou half witch ! 

Cas. These are fine words ! 

Well, madam, madam ! 

Evan. ’Tis not w'ell, thou mummy ! 

’Tis impudently, basely done, thou dirty — — ^ 
Fred. Has your young sanctity done railing, 
madam, 

Against your innocent ’squire f Do you see this 
sonnet. 

This loving script ? Do you know from whence it 
. , came too? ;.' 

Emn. I do, and dare avouch it pure and ho|i 28 t« 
Fred. You have private visitants, my noble lady,, 
That in sweet numbers court your goodly virtues. 
And to the height of adoration. 

Evan. Well, sir, 

There’s neither heresy nor treason in it, 

F/’ed. A prince may beg at the door, whilst 
these feast with ye ; 

A favour or a grace, from such as I am. 

Coarse common things — 

" Enter Vaiesio and Podkamo, 

You are welcome !, Pray come near, sir : 

Do you know this paper 
Fal. I am betray’d ! — Ido, sir; 

’Tis mine, ray hand arid heart. If I die forirer, 

I thj martyr, Ldve^ and time shall honour me. 
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Cas. You saucy sir, that came in my lady’s name 
For her gilt cabinet, you cheating sir too, 

You scurvy usher, with as scurvy legs. 

And a worse face, thou poor base hanging-holder, 
How durst thou come to me with a lie in thy mouth? 
An impudent lie — ~ 

jPocf. Holla, good Gill ! you hobble. 

Cas. Astinkinglie.morestinking than theteller! 
To play the pilfering knave ? There have been ras- 
cals 

Brought up to fetch and carry, like your worship. 
That have been bang’d for less ; whipt there are 
daily; 

And if the law will do me right — *• 

I*od. What then, old maggot.? 

Cos. Thy mother was carted younger. — I’ll have 
thy hide, 

Thy mangy hide, embroider’d with a dog-whip, 
As^t is now with potent pox, and thicker. 

JFred. Peace, good antiquity ! I’ll have your bones 
else 

Ground into gunpowder to shoot at cats with. 
One word more, and I’ll blanch thee like an almond: 
There’s no such cure for the she-falling sickness 
As the powder of a dried bawd’s skin. Be silent 1— 
You arc very prodigal of your service here, sir; 
Of your life more, it seems. 

Fa/. I repent neither ; 

Because, your grace shall understand, it comes 
From the best part of love, my pure affection; 
And, kindled with chaste flame, I willnot fly from it : 
If it be error to desire to. marry, 

And marry her that sanctity would dote on, - 
I have done amiss ; if it be a treason 
To gfaft my soul to virtue, and to grow there, 

To love the tree that bears such happiness, 
(Conceive me, sir; this fruit was ne’er forbidden) 
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Nay, to desire to taste too, I am traitor. 

Had you but plants enough of this blest tree, sir, 
Set round about your court, to beautify it, 
Deaths twice so many, to dismay the approachers, 
The ground would scarce yield graves to noble 
lovers. 

Fred Tis well maintain’d. You wish and pray 
to Fortune] 

Here in your sonnet, (and she has heardy our p ray ers) 
So much you dote upon your own undoing, 

But one Month to enjoy her as your Wife, 

Though at the expiring of that time you die for’t. 

Val. I could wish many, many ages, sir ; 

To grow as old as Time in her embraces, 

If Heaven would grant it, and you smile upon it ; 
But if my choice were two hours, and then perish, 
I would not pull my heart back. 

Fred. You have your wish : 

To-morrow I will §ee you nobly married ; « 

Your Month take out in all content and pleasure ; 
The first day of the following Month you die for’t. 
Kneel not! not all your prayers can divert me. — 
Now mark your sentence ; mark it, scornful lady ! 
If, when Valerio’s dead, within twelve hours, 

(For that’s your latest time) you find not out 
Another husband, on the same condition 
To many you again, you die yourself too ! 

Eva7i. Nowyouareinerciful! Ithank your grace. 
Fred. If, when you are married, you but seek to 
’scape 

Out of the kingdom, you, or she, or both. 

Or to infect men’s minds with hot commotions, 
You die both instantly !— Will you love me now, 
lady? ' , 

My tale will now be heard ; but now I scornryou ! 
[Exeunt Ml but Valehio and Evanthe. 
Emn.. Is our fair love, our honest, our entire. 
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Gome to this hazard ? 

Val. ’Tis a noble one, 

And I am much in love with Malice for it ; 

Envy could not have studied me a way. 

Nor Fortune pointed out a path to Honour, 
Straighter and nobler, if she had her eyes. 

When I have once enjoy’d my sweet Evan the, 
And blest my y outh with her most dear embraces, 
I have done my journey here, my day is out : 

All that the world has else is foolery, 

Labour, and loss of time. What should I live for ? 
Think but man’s life a Month, and we are happy. 
I would not have ray joys grow old for any thing : 
A Paradise, as thou art, my Evanthe, 

Is only made to wonder at a little, 

Enough for human eyes, and then to wander from. 
Come, do not weep, sweet ; you dishonour me ! 
Your tears and griefs but question my ability, 
Whether I dare die. Do you love entirely? 

Evan. You know I do. 

Val. Then grudge not my felicity. 

Evan. I’ll to the queen. 

Val. Do any thing that’s honest ; 

But|:1f.^gu;|neldfcMWj|ih::de^ 
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ACT ir. SCENE 1. 


J Street. 


Enter Camilio,' Cleafthes, and Menallo.- 

Cam. Was there ever heard of such a marriage r 

Men. Marriage and hanging go by destiny ; 
’Tis the ok! proverb ; now they come together. 

Cle. But a Month married, then to lose his life 
‘■■k;. .fox’t 

I would have a long Month sure, that pays the sol- 
diers.* 

** ‘I tvQuId have a long Month sure^ that •pay^ the soldiers,’] It 
would appear that the pay of soldiers in the Low Countries was 
sometimes increased by paying them for more days than the month 
or week contains. So in The Witch of Edmonton, by Rowley, 
Dekkar. and Ford : — 

Cuddy* 1 was ten days together there the last Shrove-tide. 

Com, How could that be, when there are but seven days in the 
week ? 

, Cuddy. PFythee, peace I I reckon stUa nova as a traveller : 
thou understand’st as a fresh-water farmer that never saw a week 
beyond sea. Ask any soldier that ever received his pay but in the 
Low-Countries, and he^Il tell thee there are eight days in the week 
fhere^ hard byJ* — (Forbes Works^ Ed, 3 8Ji, voL ii. p. 444-.) 
Again, in The Fair Maid of the Inn, the Pedant says to Forobosco 
the mountebank, . 

1 have another business too, because I mean to leave Italy, and 
bury myself in those nether parts, the Low-Countries^ 

WhaPs that, sir , 

'Fed, 1 would fain ^ make" nfee days to the mek^ for ‘the more 
ample benefit of the captain*^ 
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Cam. Or get all the almanacks burnt, (that were 
a rare trick) 

And have no Month remember’d. 

Ejiter To^r, with an urinal. 

How now, Tony ? 

Whose water are you casting?^ 

Tony. A sick gentleman’s, 

Is very sick, much troubled with the stone ; 

He should not live above a Month, by his urine; 
About St David’s Day'* it will go hard with him; 
He will then be troubled with a pain in his neck too. 
Men. A pestilent fool ! — >When wilt thou marry, 

Tony. When I mean to be hang’d ; and ’tis the 
surer contract. 

Cle. What think you of this marriage of Vale- 
rio’s ? 

Tony. They have given him a hot custard. 

And mean to burn his mouth with’t. Had I known 
He had been given to die honourably, 

I would have help’d him to a wench, a rare one. 
Should have kill’d him in three weeks, and saved 
, ; ■■ -th V : • ■: V' 

Cam. There be them would have spared ten days 
of that too, 

Tony. It may be so ; you have women of all vir- 
■ tues : 

There be some guns that I could bring him to, 

® Whose wafer are you casting ?] This was the usual phrase for 
inspecting the urine, supposed at that time the best critejion to 
judge t<f all possible diseases. 

This play acted about the latter end of January — Theobald. 
I suppose Theobald means that the supposed time of action was 
at the end of that month. 
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Some mortar- pieces that are placed i’ th’ suburbs,® 
Would tear him into quarters in two hours ; 
There be also of the race of the old cockatrices, 
Thatwould dispatch him with once looking on him. 

Mtn. What Month wouhlst thou chuse, Tony, 
If thou hadst the like fortune ? 

Tbwy. I would chuse 

A mull’d sack Month, to comfort my belly; for sure 
My back would ache for’t ; and, at the Month’s 
end, 

I would be most dismally drunk, and scorn the 
gallows. 

Mm. 1 would chuse March, for I would come 
in like a lion. 

Tony. But you’d go out like a lamb, when you 
w^ent to hanging. 

; Cam. I would take April, take tlie sweet o’ th’ 



And kiss my wench upon the tender flowrets, 
Tumble on every green, and, as the birds sung. 
Embrace, and melt away my soul in pleasure. 
Tony. You would go a-maying gaily to the gal- 
lows. 

Cle. Pr’ythee tell us some new's. 

Tmy. I’ll tell ye all I know ; 

You may be honest, and poor fools, as I am. 

And blow your fingers’ ends. 

Cam. That’s, no news, fool. 

Tmiy. You may be knaves then when you please, 
stark knaves, 

And build fair houses ; but your heirs shall have 
none of ’em. 

Men. These are undoubted. 

Tony. Truth’s not worth the hearing ! 

* Suiurhs.] The outskirts of towns were anciently the peculiar 
and privileged residence of strumpets. 
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I’ll tell you news then : There was a drunken sailor, 
That got a mermaid with child as she went a-milk- 
ing, 

And now she sues him in the bawdy-court for itj 
The infant monster is brought up in Fish-street. 
Cam. Ay, this is something ! 

Tony. I’ll tel! you more ; there was a fish taken, 
A monstrous fish, with a sword by his side, a long 
sword, 

A pike in’s neck, and a gun in’s nose, a huge gun. 
And letters of mart® in’s mouth, from the duke of 
Florence. 

Cle. This is a monstrous lie ! 

Tony. I do confess it: 

Do you think I’d tell you truths^ that dare not 
hear ’em ? 

You are honest things, we courtiers scorn to con- 
' verse with. [Exit. 

Cam. A plaguy fool ! But let’s consider, gen- 
tlemen, 

Why the queen strives not to oppose this sentence; 
The kingdom’s honour suffers in this cruelty. 
Meii. No doubt the queen, though she be vir- 

Winks at the marriage ; for by that only means 
The king’s flame lessens to, the youthful lady. 

If not goes out ; within this Month, I doubt not, 
She hopes to rock asleep his anger also. 

Shall we go see the preparation ? 

’Tis time, for strangers come to view the wonder. 
Cam. Come, let’s away.. Send my friends hap- 
pier weddings ! 

"“Letters of mart.] We now say letters of marque. . The words 
ivere formerly used indiscriminately ♦ 
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SCENE IL 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Maria and Evanthe. 

Mar. You shall be merry ; come, 111 have it so : 
Can there be any nature so unnoble, 

Or anger so inhuman, to pursue this ? 

Evan. I fear there is. 

Mar. Your fears are poor and foolish. 

Though he be hasty, and his anger death, 

His will like torrents not to be resisted, ' 
Yet law and justice go along to guide him ; 

And what law, or what justice, can he find 
To justify his will ? what act or statute, 

By human or divine establishment. 

Left to direct us, that makes marriage death ? 
Honest fair wedlock ? ’Twas given for increase, 
For preservation of mankind, I take it ; 

He must be more than man then that dare break it. 
Come, dress you handsomely ; you shall have my 
,, jewels, 

And put a face on that contemns base fortune ; 
’Twill make him more insult to see you fearful : 
Outlook his anger.’ 

^ Outlook Ms anger.] i. e. face down, bear down by mamani- 
mity, as Steevens explains tbb word in the following lines of King 

“ Outside or inside, I will not return • , 

Till ray attempt so much be glorified, 
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Evan. Ob, my Valerio ! 

Be witness, my pure mind, ’tis thee I grieve for ! 

Afar. But shew it not. I would so crucify him 
With an innocent neglect of what he can do, 

A brave strong pious scorn, that I would shake him ! 
Put all the wanton Cupids in thine eyes, 

And all the graces on that nature gave thee ; 
Make up thy beauty to that height of excellence, 
(I'll help thee, and forgive thee) as if Venus 
Were now again to catch the God of War, 

In his most rugged anger. When thou hast him 
(As 'tis impossible he should resist thee) 

And kneeling at thy conquering feet for mercy, 
Then shew thy virtue, then again despise him, 
And all his power ; then with a look of honour 
Mingled with noble chastity, strike him dead ! 

Evan. Good madam, dress me ; 

Yqu arm me bravely. 

Mar. Make him know his cruelty 
Begins with him first ; he must suifer for it ; 

And that thy sentence is so welcome to thee, 
And to thy noble lord, you long to meet it. 
Stamp such a deep impression of thy beauty 
Into his soul, and of thy worthiness, 

That when Valerio and Evan the sleep ; ; 

In one rich earth, hung round about with blessings, 
He may run mad, and curse his act. Be lusty ; 
ril teach thee how to die too, if thou fear’st it. 
Evan. I thank your grace ! you have prepared 
me strongly ; 

And ray weak mind 

Mar. Death is unwelcome never, 


As to my ample hope was promised. 
Before I drew this gallant head of wsr^, 

I colled these fiery spirits from the worlds 
To outlook conqoest*^' , . 
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Unless it be to tortured minds and sick souls, 
That make their own hells ; ’tis such a benefit 
When it comes crown’d with honour, shews so 
sweet too ! 

Though they paint it ugly, that’s but to restrain us, 
For every living thing would love it else, 

Fly boldly to their peace ere Nature call’d ’em ; 
The rest we have from labour and from trouble 
Is some incitement ; every thing alike, 

The poor slave that lies private has his liberty. 

As amply as his master,® in that tomb 
The earth as light upon him, and the flowers 
That grow about him smell as sweet, and flourish ; 
But when we love with honour to our ends, 

When memory and virtues are our mourners, 
What pleasures there ! they are infinite, Evantlie. 
Only, my virtuous wench, we want our senses, 
That benefit we are barr’d, ’twould make us prov-d 

And lazy® to look up to happier life, 

® The poor slaDe that lies private has his liberty ^ 

As amply as his master, in that tomb. 

The earth as light upon him ] Private, in Its common ae- 

ceptation, would be fiat here, but in its original sense, privat us, dc» 
prived of life and motion, it gives the proper idea. But why ia 
that tomb ? No particular tomb had been specified ; I read ths 
tomb, and add a verb to the next sentence : — ■ 

As amply as his master, in the tomb 
The earth* s as light upon him^ — Seward. 

Private does not bear the Latin sense which the pedantry of Se- 
ward has extorted from it, but means simply humble, obscure. The 
introduction of the verb is fully as injudicious, and, as the last edi- 
tors observe, flattens the text. As to the other variation (the tomb) 
it is specious, but not absolutely necessary, as the queen may be 
supposed to point to a tomb from a window, 

^ And la^y.j The last editors wish to read crazy, and say they 
have no doubt that lazy is corrupt But lazy is clearly the right 
reading, an signifies indolent and careless. The queen means to 


Scene IIL] A WIFE FOR A MONTH. m 

The blessings of the people would so swell us. 
Evan. Good madam, dress me; you have drest 
my soul : 

The merriest bride I’ll be, for all this misery, 

The proudest to some eyes too. 

Mar. ’TwiW do better; 

Come, shrink no more. 

I am too confident. {^Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL 


Another in the same. 


Enter Feederick and Sorano. 

Sor. You are too remiss and wanton in your 
angers ; 

You mould things handsomely, and then neglect 
. ’em ; . . ’ ' ' ■ ::i._ 

A powerful prince should be constant to his power 
still, 

say, that if we enjoyed our senses in the grave, we should be so 
proud and delighted with the praises and blessings of tiie people, 
'that we should not be anxious for a state of more perfect bappi- 
ness.— Masofiv 

Though i have generally left the reader to discover the particu- 
lar merits of scenes and speeches, I cannot avoid pointing oatr the 
extreme braiitv of the queen's speech. Lessons of morality have 
beej^ fre quently drawn from tomb-stones and church-yards, but 
tHacin the text is so entirely free from fanatic gloom and Cal^ 
vioislic te.iTorism, at the same time that it furnishes equal mat- 
ter for serious reflection, that I shcmUl not hesitate to prefer it to 
' a&y of the ’toiBb-refleclions hi the-Night Thoughts* 
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And hold up what he builds ; then people fear him. 
When he lets loose his hand, it shews a weakness, 
And men examine or contemn his greatness ; 

A scorn of this high kind should have call’d up 
A revenge equal, not a pity in you, 

FredJ'She is thy sister. 

Sor. An she were my mother, 

Whilst I conceive ’tis you she has wrong’d,' I hate 
her, 

And shake her nearness off. I study, sir, 

To satisfy your angers that are just, 

Before your pleasures, 

Fred. I have done that already, 


I fear, has pull’d too many curses on me ! 

So7’. Curses, or envies, on Valerio’s head 
(Would you take my counsel, sir) they should all 

light, 

And with the weight not only crack his scuU, 

But his fair credit. The exquisite vexation. 

I have devised, (so please you give way in’t, 

And let it work) shall more afflict his soul. 

And trench upon that honour that he brags of, 
Than fear of death in all the frights he carries. 

If you sit down here, they will both abuse you, 
Laugh at your poor relenting power, and scorn you. 
What satisfaction can their deaths bring to you, 
That are prepared, and proud to die, and willingly, 
Aisd at their ends will thank you for that honour ? 
How are you nearer the desire you aim at ? 

Or if it be revenge your anger covets. 

How can their single deaths give you content, sir ? 
Petty revenges end in blood, slight angers ; 

A prince’s rage should find out new diseases,* 

" 1 . \ While I conceive she has you Wrong’d.} Corrected in 16'79> 

. pfincds rage should find out new diseases, 

, . Death wepefi ploatdre too, to ppy proud fools with.} Tke sense 
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Death were a pleasure to, to pay proud fools with, 
Fred. What should I do ? 

Sor. Add but your power unto me. 

Make me but strong by your protection, 

And you shall see what joy and what delight, 
What infinite pleasure this poor Month shall yield 
him. 

I’ll make him wish he were 4e4d on his marriage- 
day. 

Or bed-rid with old age ; I’ll make him curse, 
And cry and curse, give me but power. 

Fred, You have it: 

Here, take my ring ; I am content he pay for’t. 

Sor. It shall be now revenge, as I will handle it ! 
He shall live after this to beg his life too: 
Twenty to one, by this thread, ns Fli weave it, 
Evanthe shall be yours. 

Fr.pd. Take all authority, 

And be most happy ! 

Sor. Good sir, no more pity ! {Exeunt. 

of this passage is entirely perverted by the false pointing, and a 
slight error of the press. It shouid run [as in the text] meaning 
that a prince's rage should suggest new torments, compared with 
which death itself would be a pleasure.— 

The last editors had substituted a semicolon for a comma at the 
end of the penultimate line. 
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SCENE IV. 


'The Gate of the Palace. 


Enter Tony, three Citizens, attd three JFives. 

1 Wife. Good master Tony, put me in. 

Tmy. Where do you dwell ? 

1 Wfe. Forsooth, at the sign of the Great Shoul- 

der of Mutton. 

Tbwy. A hungry man would hunt your house out 
instantly ; *> 

Keep the dogs from your door. Is this lettice ruff 
your husband ? 

A fine sharp sailad to your sign. 

2 Wi/e. Will you put me in too ? 

3 Wfe. And me, good master Tony ? 

Put ye all in ? 

You had best come twenty more -, you think ’tfe 

A trick of legerdemain, to put ye all in : 

Twould pose a fellow that had twice my body, 
Though it were all made into chines and fillets. 
STFj/g. Put’s into th’ wedding, sir ! we would 
fain see that. 

1 Wife. And the brave masque too. 
Vii^jIlglYoWtwo'lah^iiPllty women, ;F 
|^r|s^|wlheiy hukhatlllki''^' 

Tony. I think so too j you would not be so mad 
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To turn ’em loose to a company of young courtiers. 
That swarm like bees in May, when they see young 
wenches. . 

You must not squeak. 

S Wife. No, sir ; we are better tutored. 

Tony. Nor, if a young lord offer you the cour- 
tesy^ — . 

2 Wife. We know what ’tis, sir. 

Tony. Nor you must not grumble, 

If you be thrust up hard; we thrust most furiously. 
1 Wfe. We know the worst. - 
Tony. Get you two in then quietly, 

[Suffers 1 and 2 Woman io pass in. 
And shift for yourselvesi— We must have no old 
■ wqine% : 

They are out of use, unless they have petitions ; 
Besides, they cough so loud, they drown tnemusic. — 
Y041 would go in too ? but there’s no place for ye ; 
I am sorry for’t ; go, and forget your wives ; 

Or pray they may be able to suffer patiently : 
You may have heirs may prove wise alderinen. 
Go, or I’ll call the guard. 

3 Cit. We will get in ; 

We’ll venture broken'pates else ! / 

Tonyi ’Tis impossible, ‘ 

You are too securely arm’d.— Citizens and 
3 Woman.], — How they flock hither,, 

3 This scene ridicoles tie crowding of citizens to the courV 
masques, in the reigns of James and Charles L, \vhere it appears 
the citkens^ wives- who possessed any share of beauty were admit'* ' 
ted, while their unfortunate husbands were contemptuously re« 
jected. In consequence of this practice, great debaucheries were 
committed by the courlicrs, and the nhmber of crowned heads in 
♦'thcc'ity greatly mwlliplied. See a humorous speech on the sub* 
ject in Ben Jorisoifs Masque of Love Restored* . Sir Edwatd Pey- 
ton also alludes to the practice in his Catastrophe of the Stuarts^ 
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And with what joy the women run by heaps 
To see this marriage ! They tickle to think of it ; 
They hope for every Month a husband too. 

Still how they run, and how the wittols* follow ’em. 
The weak things that are worn between the legs. 
That brushing, dressing, nor new naps can mend, 
How they post to see their own confusion i 
This is a merry world. 

Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Look to the door, sirrah; 

Thou art a fool, and mayst do mischief lawfully. 
Tony. Give me your hand ! you are my brother 
fool ; 

You may both make the law, and mar it presently. 
Do you love a wench ? 

Unless you’ll give me a longer lease to marry her. 
Fred. What are all these that come ? what busi- 
ness have they r 

Tony. Some come to gape, those are my fellow 
fools ; 

Some to get home their wives, those be their own 
fools ; 

Some to rejoice with thee, those be the time’s fools ; 
And some I fear to curse thee, those are poor fools, 
A set, people call them honest.^ 

* Wittols.1 That is, patient cuckolds conscious of their wives’ 
® A set, people call ’em liEr Seward proposes oorrect- 
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Enter Ca^sa-sh^ka, passing over. 

Look, look, king, look ! 

A weather-beaten lady new careen’d! 

Fred. An old one. 

Tony. The glasses of her eyes are new rubb’d 
over, 

And the worm-eaten records in her face 
Are daub’d up neatly : 

She lays her breasts out too, like two poach’d eggs® 
That had the yolks suck’d out ; They get new 
heads also, 

New teeth, new tongues, (for the old are all worn 
out) 

Fred. For what ? 

Tony. For old courtiers ; 

The young ones are too stirring for their travels. 
Fred. Go, leave your knavery, and help to keep 
the door well ; 

I will have no such press. 

I had put in my margin. 

And yet peoph^ 

The preference is left to the reader's judgment.— 

set people may signify formal, precise people that call those 
poor fools honest or that “ people call those poor fools an honest 
;-set/"—- Ed.;1778. ■ 

f had hit upon the slight variation of introducing a comma after 
set before I looked into Mason^s comments, and discovered that 
he makes the same proposal, which he supports by the following 
quotation from the sequel of the play, where Sorano, describing 
the same persons^ says, — - 

The foolish people call their country's honourse 

^ Like to poacFd Mr Seward copxitrred with me in al-® 

Bering the 
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Tony. Lay thy hand o’ thjr heart, king ! 

Fred. I’ll have you whipp’d ! 

Tony. The Fool and thou art parted. {ExiL 
Fred. Soranoy work, and free me from this spell ; 
’Twixt love and seorn, there’s nothing felt but hell ! 

[Exit 


SCENE V. 


A Room in the same. 


Enfer Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, Menas;-- 
xo, and Servants dressing him. 


Val. Tie on my scarf ; you are so long about me I 
Good my lords, help ; give me my other cloak ; 
That hat and feather. Lord, what a tailor’s this, 
To make me up thus strait ! one sigh would burst 
me ; 

I have not room to breathe ; come, button, button, 
Button, apace ! 

Cam. I am glad to see you merry, sir. 

Fal. "Twould make you merry, had you such a 




And such an age to enjoy her in. 

' • Men. An age, sir ? 

Fat. A Month’s an age to him that is conten ted ; 
Whatshould Iseekformore? — Givememysword.— > 
Ha, my good lords ! that every one of you now 
Had but a lady of that youth and beauty 


Pray ye speak uprightly — 








Scene V .3 A WIFE FOR A MONTH. 177 

Cle. We confess you happy, 

And we could well wish such another banquet; 

But on that price, my lord-^ 

Fal. ’Twere nothing, else; 

No man can ever come to aim at Heaven, 

But by the knowledge of a hell. — These shoes are 
heavy. 

And, if I should be call’d to dance, they’ll clog me ; 
Get me some pumps. — I’ll tell you, brave Camillo, 
And you, dear friends ; the king has honour’d me. 
Out of his gracious favour, has much honour’d me, 
To limit me my time ; for who would live long? 
Who would be old? ’tis such a weariness. 

Such a disease, that hangs like lead upon us. 

As it increases, so, vexations, 

.Griefs of the mind, pains of the feeble body, 
Rheums, coughs, catarrhs; we are but our living 
» cofhns : 

Besides, the fair soul’s old too,’ it grows covetous ; 
Which shews all honour is departed from us, 

And we are earth again ! 

Cle. You make fair use, sir, 

Val. I would not live to learn to lie, Cleanthes, 
For all the world ; old men are prone to that, too. 
Thou that hast been a soldier, Menallo, . • 

A noble soldier, and defied all danger, 

Adopted thy brave arm the heir to victory ; 
Wouldst thou live so long till thy strength forsook 
thee r 

Till thou grew’st only a long tedious story 
Of what thou hadst been ? till thy sword hang by. 
And lazy spiders fill’d the hilt with cobwebs? - 


.. ^ Besides the fair souVs old too^ &cj So Shakspeare has the 
same thoughts hi his Tiraon of Athens, act ii* scene ii. 

And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 

Is fashion^ for the joo^ey dull and heavy/' — Reed, 

VOt. VIII. 
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Men. No, sure, I would not. 

Val. ’Tis not fit you should ; 

To die a young man is to be an angel ; 

Our great good parts put wings unto our souls !®— - 
Pray you tell me, is’t a handsome masque we have ? 
Cam. We understand so. 

Fh/. And the young gentlemen dance ? 

Ck. They do, sir, and some dance well. 

Val. They must, before the ladies. 

We’ll have a rouse before we go to bed, friends, 
A lusty one ; ’twill make my blood dance too. 

\_Music zdtkin, 

Cam. Ten,® if you please. 

Val. And we’ll be wond’rous merry. 

They stay sure ! Come ; I hear the music ; forward ! 
You shall have all gloves presently. 

Men. We attend, sir, 

But first we must look to the doors, the king has 
charged us. [E^reunf. 

s * Pa/jf wings unto our souls : 

Well have a rouse before we go to bed, friends, 

ye tell &:c.] The second line is surely an accidental 
interpolation here ; but comes in with great propriety six lines 
lower* The former copies exhibit it in both places. — Ed. 1773. 

S' A lusty one, Hmll make Mood dance too. 

Cam* Ten, if you ylease*^ This contemptible punning upon 
words was the sin of the times, not of the poets.-— Ed» 1778* 

The editors-were surely themselves guilty of punning upon what 
the poet wrote without the least intention of producing a pun. 
Camillo was not such a silly witling as to intend saying, ** It will 
not only make your blood dance two, but if you please tell"* He 
merely says, we will have ncft only a. single rouse (or large dose of 
li<|uor) to make our blood dance,, hut ten if you choose* ‘ 
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SCENE VI. 


Another in the same with a drawn Curtain in the 
back-grounds 


Enter two Servants. [Knocking within. 

0 . . ■ ■■ 

1 What a noise do you keep there ? Call 
my fellows o’ ih’ guard 1 

You must cease now until the king be enter’d ; 
He is.gone to the temple now. 

2 Serv. Look to that back door, 

Ahd keep it fast ; they swarm like bees about it. 

Enter Camillo, Cleanthes, Menaelo ; Tont 
at the door. 

Cam. Keep back those citizens ; and let their 

Their handsome wives. 

Tony. They have crowded me to veijuice j 
I sweat like a butter-box. 

1 Serv. Stand further off there. 

Men. Take the women aside, and talk with ’em 
' in private ; ^ 

Give ’em that they came for. 

Tony. The whole court cannot do it ; 

Besides, the next masque, if we use ’em so; 
They’ll come by millions to expect our largess« 
We have broke an hundred headsr 
'>;:'Cife|:;Are;:they ';so ■■ 
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Tony. But ’twas bebind ; before they have all 
murrions.' 

Cam. Let in those ladies ; make ’em room, for 
shame there ! 

2'ony. They .are no ladies ; there’s one bald be- 
fore ’em, 

A gentlewoman bald ! they are curtail’d queans in 
hired clothes/ 

They come out of Spain, I think ; they are very 
sultry. 

Men. Keep ’em in breath for an ambassador. 
Methinks, my nose shakes at their memories. 
What bouncing’s that? [Knocks 'uithin. 

I Cit. [Within.'] I am one o’ th’ music, sir. 

21 Cit. [Within.] I have sweet-meats for the ban- 
quet. 

Cam. Let ’em in. 

Tmy. They lie, my lord ! they come to seek thgir 
■'•-Clives ; ^ 

Two broken citizens. 

- Cam. Break ’em more ; they are but brusled yetP 
Bold rascals ! offer to disturb your wives ? 

Cle. Lock the doors fast ! the music ; hark ! the 
king comes. [Music. 

* Murnoiu^'l Properly morions^ helmets, casques* 

* They are no ladies ; there* $ one bald before *em, 

A gent* bald ; they are curtaiPd queans in hired clothes^ So all 
the editions hitherto read. Gentleman and gentlewoman are fre- 
quently in the folios thus abbreviated, and the latter word was 
certainly the one intended by the poet. The baldness alluded to 
was the consequence of the venereaU disease, and this proves the 
propriety of the pointing. They are probably called curtail'd 
queans^ in allusion to the short mantles anciently worn by prosti*- 
tutes. ' 

, 5 They are hut brusled yet*^ Mason proposes to read bruised^ 
but the old text is right,.^ Brush occurs with the same signiiica- 
tion in these plays as which Skinner explains to cradle^ 

to make a small noise. 
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A curtain draxvn. Enter Fredeeick, Maeia, Va- 
LERto, Evanthe, Ladies, Attendants, Camillo, 
Cleanthes, Soeano, Menaleo. 

A Masque. Cupid descends in a chariot, the Graces 
sitting by him. Cupid, his eyes bomid, the Graces 
imhind them ; he speaks. 

Cupid. “ Unbind me, my delight; this night is 
mine! ^ 

Now let me look upon what stars here shine, 

Let me behold the beauties, then clap high 
My colour’d wings, proud of my deity. 

I am satisfied; bind me again, and fast; 

My angry bow will make too great a waste 
Of beauty else. Now call my masquers in,* 

Call with a song, and let the sports Regin ; 

Cail all my servants, the effects of love. 

And to a measure let them nobly move.” 

[The Graces sing, 

, Come, ye sermnts of proud Love, 

, Come away: ■/ 

Fairly, nobly, gently move ! . . : 

Too long, too long you make us stay. 

Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, Fear, 
Distrust, and jealousy, be you toe here ; 

4 call mashers in^ 

Call ’With a Cupid bids some of his attendants call in 

the maskers with a song, but it seems it was to little purpose, since, 
by the present disposition of the scene, he sings the song himself : 
To make the god's command of any signification or avail, we ought 
^ to insert some speaker before. Come ym sermnts^ &c. And who 
can be more ppper than one of the Graces who descended with 
him, and waited at his side 

The Graces are fully as likely to join in the song all together, as 
Cupid does not give directions to any peculiar one. 
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Consuming Care, and raging Ire^ 

And Poverty in poor attire, 

March fairly hi, and last Despair. 

Now full music strike the air. 

Enter the masquers,^ Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, 
Fear, Distrust, Jealousy, Care, Ire, Poverty, 
Despair ; they dance, after which Cupid speaks. 

Cupid. “ Away ! I have done ; the day begins 
to light. 

Lovers, you know your fate ; good night, good 
night!” 

[Eo'eunt Masquers. Cupid and the Graces ascend 
in the chariot. ' 

Fred. Come, to the banquet ! when that’s ended. 

I’ll see you d-hed, and so good-night. Be merry; 
You have a sweet bed-fellow. ■ ■ 

Val. I thank your grace, 

And ever shall be bound unto your nobleness. 
Fred. I pray I may deserve your thanks. Set 
forward ! \Exeunt. 

s Enter the maslcersy — Carc^ Ire, Despair*] The stage direction 
here is faulty, as it does not set down the several names of the 
maskers in the foregoing song ; for upon comparison we shall fiodp 
that out of eleven there are but ten reckoned up, Fox/erty being 
dropt betwixt Ire and Despair. This observation I am not sin- 
gular in, Mr Theobald having before made the same in his margin* 
^Sympsm. ■ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Cathedral. A Tomb in the Back-grounds 


Enter divers Monks, Alphonso going to the tomh^ 
Rugio and Friar Makco. 

Marco. The night grows on ; lead softly to the 
tomb, 

And sing not till I bid ye ; let the music 
Hay gently as he passes. 

Rug. On, fair picture, 

That wert the living hope of all our honours ! 
How are we banish’d from the joy we dream’dof! 
Will he ne’er speak more ? 

Marco. ’Tis full three months, Lord Rugio, 
Since any articulate sound came from his tongue. 
Set him down gently. [Alphonso sits in a chair. 
Rug. What should the reason be, sir.? 

Marco. As ’tis in nature with those loving hus- 
bands, 

That sympathise their wives’ pains and their throes, 
When they are breeding, (and ’tis usual too ; 

We have it by experience) so in him, sir. 

In this most noble spirit that now sulFers ; 

For when his honour’d father, good Brandino, 
Fell sick, hefelt the griefs, and labour’d with them; 
His fits, and his disease he still inherited, 

Grew the same thing, and, had not Nature check’d 
him, 
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Strength and ability, he had died that hour too. 
Rug. ErUblm of noble love ! 

Marco. That very minute 
His father’s breath forsook him, that same instant, 
(A rare example of his piety, 

And love paternal) the organ of his tongue 
Was never heard to sound again ; so near death 
He seeks to wait upon his worthy father. 

But that we force his meat, he were one body. 
Rug. He points to the tomb. 

Marco. That is the place he honours ; 

A house I fear he will not be long out of. 

He will to th’ tomb : Good my lord, lend your hand. 

[Alphonso is led to the tomb. 
Now sing the funeral song, and let him kneel, 
For then he’s pleased. {A song. 

Rug. Heaven lend thy powerful hand, 

Marco, He will pass back again, [iJa’fiKwt 


SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the Falace. 


'1-j 






Enter Valerio. 


Val. They drink abundantly; I am hot with 
wine too,' 

Lustily warm. I’ll steal now to my happiness ; 
’Tis midnight, and the silent hour invites me : 

“P attenp tjie queen. 

hang on peir eye-lids, 
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Steep their dull senses in the healths they drink, 
That I may quickly find my loved Evanthe ! 

The king is merry too, and drank unto me ; 

Sign of fair peace. Oh, this night’s blessedness ! 
If I had forty hea4s, I would give all for it. 

Is not the end of our ambitions. 

Of all our human studies, and our travels, 

Of our desires, the obtaining of our wishes 
Certain, it is ; and there man makes his centre. 

I have obtained Evanthe, I have married her : 
Can any fortune keep me from enjoying her ? — ? 

' 

I have my wish ; what’s left me to accuse now? 
I am friends with all the world, blit thy base malice : 
Go, glory in thy mischiefs, thou proud man. 

And cry it to the world, thou hast ruined virtue ! 
How I contemn thee, and thy petty malice ! 

And with what scorn I look down on thy practice ! 
Sor. You’ll sing me a new song anon, Valerio, 

And wish these hot words 

Fa/. I despise thee, fellow ! v 
Thy threats, or flatteries, all I fling behind me I , 
I have my end, I have thy noble sister, 

A name too worthy of thy blood! I have married 
her. 

And will enjoy her too. 

Sor. ’Tis very likely. 

Fa/. And that short Month I have to bless me 
witlj her 

I’ll make an age : I’ll reckon each embrace 
A year of pleasure, and each night a jubilee. 
Every quick kiss a spring ; and when I mean 
To lose myself in all delightfulness, , , . 

Twenty sweet summers I will tie together. 

In spite of thee, and thy malignant master, 
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I will die old in love, though young in pleasure ! 
Sor. But that I hate thee deadly, I could pity 
thee; 

Thou art the poorest miserable thing 
This day on earth ! Tfl tell thee why, Valerio : 
All thou esteem’st, and build’st upon for happiness, 
For joy, for pleasure, for delight, is past thee, 
And, like a wanton dream, already vanish’d ! 

Val. Is my love false ? 

Sor. No, she is constant to thee ; 

Constant to all thy misery she shall be, 

And curse thee too. 

Val, Is my strong body weaken’d. 

Charm’d or abused with subtle drink ? Speak, vil- 
lain ! 

Sor. Neither ; I dare speak, thou art still as lusty 
As when thou lovedst her first, as strong and 

The Month thou hast given thee is a Month of 
misery, 

And where thou think’st each hour shall yield a 
pleasure. 

Look for a killing pain, for thou shalt find it : 
Before thou diest, each minute shall prepare it, 
And ring so many knells to sad afflictions ; 

The king has given thee a long Month to die in. 
And miserably die ! 

Val. Undo thy riddle ; 

I am prepared, whatever fate shall follow. 

, Sor. Dost thou see this ring ? 

Val. I know it too. 

Sor. Then mark me : 

By virtue of this ring, this I pronounce to thee. 
It is the king’s will — — 

. ; \Val. I,et me know it suddenly ! 

'-Sdr. If thou dost offer to touch Evanthe’s body, 
Beyond a kiss, though thou art married to her, 
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And lawfully, as thou think’st, mayst enjoy her. 
That minute she shall die ! 

Val. Oh, devil ! : 

Sot. If thou discover this command unto her. 
Or to a friend that shall importune thee, 

And why thou abstainest, and from whose will, ye 
all perish, , 

Upon the self-same forfeit'! — Are you fitted, sir? 
Now, if you love her, you may preserve her life still; 
If not, you know the worst. Howfalls your Month 
out ? 

Val. This tyranny could never be invented 
But in the school of hell, earth is too innocent ! 
Not to enjoy her when she is my wife? • , ... 

When she is willing too ? 

Sor. She is most willing, - 

And will run mad to miss ; but if you hit hei-. 

Be s&re you hit her home, and kill her with it, 
(There are such women that will die with pleasure) 
The ax will follow else, that will not fail 
To fetch her maidenhead, and dispatch her quickly; 
Then shall the world know you are the cause of 
murder, ' 

And as ’tis requisite, your life shall pay for’t. 

Val. Thoii dost but jest ; thou canst not be so 
monstrous 

As thou proclaim’st thyself ; thou art her brother. 
And there must be a feeling heart within thee 
Of her afflictions : Wert thou a stranger to us. 
And bred amongst wild rocks, thy nature wild too. 
Affection in thee, as thy breeding, cold. 

And unrelenting as the rocks that nourish’d thee, 
Yet thou must shake to tell me this ; they tremble 
When the rude sea threatens divorce amongst ’em. 
They that are senseless things shake at a tempest ; 
Thou art a man — ^ ' 

■ So7\ Be thou too then ; ’twill try thee. 
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And patience now will best become tby nobleness. 

Val. Invent some other torment to afflict me. 
All, if thou please, put all afflictions on me, 

Study thy brains out for ’em, so this be none, 

I care not of what nature, nor wlrat cruelty, 

Nor of what length. 

Sor. This is enough to vex you. 

Val. The tale of Tantalus is now proved true. 
And from me shall be register’d authentic ! 

To have my joys within my arms, and lawful, 
Mine own delights, yet dare not touch ? Even as 
Thou hatest me, brother, let no young man know 
this, 

As thou shalt hope for peace when thou most 
need’st it, 

Peace in thy soul ! Desire the king to kill me. 
Make me a traitor, any thing, I’ll yield to it, 

And give thee cause, so I may die immediatdy ! 
Lock me in prison where no sun may see me. 

In walls so thick no hope may e’er come at me, 
Keep me from meat, and drink, and sleep. I’ll bless 
thee ! 

Give me some damned potion to deliver me. 

That I may never know myself again, forget 
My country, kindred, name, and fortune ; last. 
That my chaste love may ne’er appear before me, 
This were some comfort ! 

Sor. All I have I h^ve brought you. 

And much good may it do you,^ my dear brother ! 
See you observe it well ; you’ll find about you 
Many eyes set, that shall p’erlook your actions : 
If ypu transgress, ymu know— and so I leave you. 

■- , ■ ; IJSo'k. 

ye d6 tttchk *#.] So the first folio. The text 
iTarofi; the second. . 
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... 

Val. Heaven be not angry,’ and I have some 
hope yet ; . [Kneels.. 

To whom I kneel ,• be merciful unto me, 


^ Val. Heaven be not angr^, and I ham some hope yet^ 

And when you please, and how, allay my miseries. 

Enter Feedeuick, ^ 

To whom I kneel be merciful unto me^ 

Look on my harmless youth angels of f ity^ 

And from my bleeding heart wipe off my son'owss 
The power ^ the pride, the malice and injustice 
Of cruel men are bent against my innocence^ 

You that controul the mighty wills of princes. 

And how their stnbborfi armes, look m my weakness » 

And when you please, and how, allay my miseries, ExitJl 
This fine speech I have recovered frorft the^oHo of l6'47> which 
why it should have been dropped, all but the first line, by the two 
later editors, I am at a loss to understand. I have given it in the 
text, Expressly as I found it, though i think it not so correct as 
to preclude all attempts toward its melioration and amendment. 
The second line I would strike out as supernumerary and tauto- 
logical, as well as the stage direction, Enter Frederick: Armes in 
the last but one, is plainly corrupted ; in short,.! would propose 
to read and point the whole [as in the text.] — Sympson» 

The striking out Enter Frederick n cdtiunly right, and it only 
gained place by the omission of this Vspeecb, now restored. 'The 
first insertion of the iinei ‘ , * ..-v' 

And when you please, and how^ dtlay my miseries, 

is also an error, palpably arising from the same source : We have 
therefore omitted both. But there seems to be a more material 
mistake, and that is, a transposition of two verses in the beginning 
of the speech ; '‘We have placed the lines as we believe the author 
intended them to stand ; by which slight change the whole of this 
fine speech becomes extremely clear.— Ed. 177S. 

The transposition of the second and third lines is quite unneces- 
sary, for Valerio kneels to Heaven, not to the angels of Heaven. 
The repetition of the line, and the absurd stage-direction, may be 
accounted for by supposing that the intermediate lines were cross- 
ed out in the prompter's book, and afterwards restored according 
to the genera! practice professed by the editors of the first folio, 
without attending to the repetition of the line, and without trans- 

1 . 
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Look on my harmless youth, Angels of pity, 

And from my bleeding heart wipe off iny sorrow’^s ! 
The power, the pride, the malice and injustice 
Of cruel men are bent against mine innocence : 
You that controul the mighty wills of princes, 
And bow their stubborn arms, look on my weak- 
ness, *. 

Andwhenyou please, and how, allay my miseries ! 


SCENE IIL 


A Be^d-Chamber in the same. 

Fred. Hast thou been with him ? 

Sor. Yes, and given him that, sir. 

Will make him curse his birth : I told you which 
way. 


Did you but see him, sir, but look upon him. 
With what a troubled and dejected nature 
He walks now in a mist, with what a silence. 

As if he were the shroud he wrapt himself in. 
And no more of Valerio but his shadow, - 
He seeks obscurity to hide his thoughts in, 

You would wonder and admire, for all you know it 

ferring the stage-direction. The same thing has happened in the 
Beggar’s Bush, (vol. HI. p. 205, 206.) See also The Failhfiui 
Friend, printed from the prompter's MS. in this collection. Mason 
{ Tery needlessly proposes to alter ams in the penultimate line to 
<iim t but the old text, requires neither defence nor explanation. 
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His jollity is down, valed to the ground, sir, 

And his high hopes of full delights and pleasures 
Are turn’d tormentors to him, strong diseases. 
J^red, But is there hope of her ? 

Sor. It must fall necessary 
She must dislike him, quarrel with his person, 
(For women once deluded are next devils) 

And, in the height of that opinion, sir, 

You shall put on again, and she must meet j’-ou. 
jFred. I am glad of this. 

Sor. I’ll tell you all the circumstance 
Within this hour. But sure I heard your grace. 
To-day as I attended, make some stops, 

Some broken speeches, and some sighs between; 
And then your brother’s name J heard distinctly. 
And some:kad;’TOshes:-aI|hiS:if ^ 

Jred. You are i’ th’ right, sir ; 

I would he were as sad as I could wish him, 

Sad *as the earth ! 

Sor, Would you have it so? 
jFred. Thou hear’st me. 

Though he be. sick, with small hope of recovery, 
That hope still lives, and men’s eyes live upon it. 
And in their eyes their wishes : My Sorano, 

Were he but cold once in the tomb he dotes on, 
(As ’tis the fittest place for melancholy) 

My court should be another Paradise, 

And flow with all delights. 

Sor. Go to your pleasures ; - , 

Let me alone with this : Hope shall not trouble you, 
Nor he, three days. 

JFred. I shall be bound unto thee. 


Unier Valerio, Camillo, Cleanthes, and Me- 

::v='-,WALXO. , , 


Sor, I’ll do it neatly too, nodoubt shall catch me. 
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Fixd. Be gone. They are going to bed ; I’ll bid 
- ; good-night to ’em. 

Sor. And mark the man ! you’il scarce know ’tis 
Valerio. ■ \_EMt. 

Cam. Chear up, my noble lord ; the minute’s 
come, 

You shall enjoy the abstract of all sweetness. 

We did you wrong ; you need no wine to warm 
you, 

Desire shoots through your eyes like sudden wild- 
fires, 

Fal Beshrew me, lords, the wine has made me 
dull; 

I am I know not what. 

iYed Good pleasure to ye ! ; 

Good-nigh t and long too ! Asy ou find your appetite^* 
You may fall to. 

Val I do beseech your grace, - * 

' ' ‘ [Jside to FriEDEiin^lfe* 

For which of all my loves and services 
Have I deserved this? ' : 

Fred. T am not bound to answer yCu. 

Val. Nor I bound to obey in unjust/actions. 
Fred. Do as you please ; you know the penalty, 
And, as I have a soul, it shall be executed ! 

Nay, look not pale ; I am not used to fear, sir. 

If you respect your lady — Good-night to you ! 



Val. But for respect to her, and to mj' duty, 
That reverend duty that 1 owe.my sovereign, 
Which anger has no power to snatch me from, 

The good-night should be thine, good-night for 
ever,! — ■ '_/■ 

The king is Wanton, lords ; he would needs know ^ 
of me , '' 

How many nick cbaces I would make to-night. 
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Men . My lord, no doubt you’ll prove a perfect 
gamester. 

Vul. ’Faith, no; I am unacquainted with the 
pleasure ; 

Bungle a set I may* — How my heart trembles, 

{Aside. 

And beats my breast as it would break his way 
out ! — 

Good-night, my noble friends. 

Ck. Nay, w'C must see you 
Toward your bed, my lord. 

Val. Good faith, it needs not ; 

’Tis late, and I shall trouble you. 

Cam. No, no ; ' 

Till the bride come, sir-^ , , . ^ 

Val. I beseech you, leave ihe ; / 

You will make me bashful else, I am so foolish ; 
Besides, I have some few devotions, lords, 

Anfl he that can pray with such a book in’s arms — 
Cam. We’ll leave you then ; and a sweet night 
wait upon ye ! 

Men . And a sweet issue of this sweet night crown 
ye! 

Cle. All nights and days be such till you grow 
'■> old, sir I; 

{Exeunt Camillo, Cleanthes, and Menallo. 
Val. I thanh^e ; — ’tis a curse sufficient for me, 
A labour’d one too, though you mean a blessing. 
What shall I do ? I am like a wretched debtor, 
That has a sum to tender on the forfeit 
Of all he’s worth, yet dare not offer it- 
Other men see the sun, yet I must Wink at it, 
And though I know ’tis perfect day, deny it. 

My veins are all on fire, and burn like .Sltna, , 
'Youth and desire beat ’larums to my blood. 

And add fresh fuel to my warm affections. 

I must enjoy her ; yet, when I consider, 
von. Viii. N 
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When I collect myself, and weigh her danger, 
The tyrant’s will, and his power taught to murder, 
My tender care controls my blood within me, 
And, like a cold fit of a peevish ague, 

Creeps to my soul, and flings an ice upon me, 
That locks all powers of j-outh up : But preven- 
tion® — 

Oh, what a blessedness ’twere to be old now, 

To be unable, bed- rid with diseases, 

Or halt on crutches to meet holy Hymen ; 

What a rare benefit ! But I am cur|t ! 

That that speaks other men most freely happy, 
And makes all eyes hang on their expectations, 
Must prove the bane of roe, Youth and Ability. 

Enter Mauia, Evanthe, Ladies, and Toxy. 

She comes to bed ; how shall I entertain her?,„ 
Tony. Nay, I come after too; take the Fool 
with ye. 

For lightly he is ever one at weddings. 

Mar. Evanthe,® make you unready, your lord 
stays for you, 

And pr’ythee be merry ! 

Tony. Be very merry, chicken ; 

Thy lord will pipe to thee anon, and make thee 
dance too. 

- Zndy. Will he so, goodman Ass ? 

, Yes, goody filly: - 

s That lochs all fomrs of youth up hvit pt‘evenHon.1 So the first 
folio points. That in the text is from the second. The reader 
will have observed before that Mason is a mortal foe to broken 
sentences, and wishes to read, for that reason, veiy tamely, 

That locks all powers of youth up hy prevention. 

Make- you nnready,| TMs,Tn the langu^^^ day, signi- 
fied uhdrws ybniself. 
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An you had such a pipe, that piped so sweetly, 
You would dance to death ; you have learnt your 
sinque-a-pace.^ 

Uvan, Your grace desires that, that’s too free 
in me ; 

I am merry at the heart. 

Jbjay. Thou wilt be anon; 

The young smug boy will give thee a sweet cordial. 

Evan. I am so taken up in all my thoughts, 

So possest, madam, with the lawful sweets 
I shall this night partake of with my lord, 

So far transported (pardon my immodesty)- 

Val. Alas, poor wench, how shall I recorapence 
thee ! 

Evan. That though they must be short, and 
snatched away too 

Ere they grow ripe, yet I shall far prefer ’em 
Before a tedious pleasure with repentance. 

Val. Oh, how my heart aches ! 

Evan. Take off my jewels, ladies, 

And let my ruff loose : i shall bid good-night to ye; 
My lord stays here. 

'Mar. My wench, I thank thee heartily. 

For learning how to use thy few hours handsomely; 
They will' be years, I hope, ' Off with your gown 
now. — 

Lay down the bed there. 

Tony. Shall I get into it. 

And warm it for thee ? A fool’s fire is a fine thing ! 
And ril so buss thee ! 

Mar. I’ll have you whipp’d, you rascal ! 

Tony. That will provoke me more. I’ll talk with 
thy husband : 

^ Binque-a'^'pac^J\ Cinque-pace was a popular danccj the mea- 
sures of which were regulated by the number five. The word 
with the same allusion occurs in many old plays. 
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He’s a wise man, I hope. 

Evan. Good-night, dear madam ! 

Ladies, no further service ; 1 am well. 

I do beseech your grace to give us this leave ; 

My lord and 1 to one another freely, 

And privately, may do all other ceremonies ; 
Woman and page we’ll lie to one another, 

And trouble you n@ farther. 

'Tony. Art thou a wise man ? 

Val. i cannot tell thee, Tony ; ask my neighbours. 
Tony. If thou be’st so, go lie with me to-night, 
(The old fool will lie quieter than the young one, 
And give thee more sleep) thou wilt look to-mor- 
row else 

Worse than the prodigal fool the ballad speaks of, 
That was squeez’d through a horn. 

Fflfk 'I sh?ill takef tliy counsel 1* 

good-night, ipy 

‘'-V..' ;,'b^'Evauthe 

My worthy ralftdv'Aidj”' as that name shall vanish, 
My worthy wife,® a long and happy. — Follow', 
sirrah ! 

Evan. That shall be my care. Goodness rest 
with your grace ! 

Mar. Be lusty, lord, and take your lady to you ; 

® Val. I shall take thy coumel.‘\ This is aside if the words are 
right; but perhaps they would .foe better joined, „with some iitiie 
change, _ to the end^.ol.lhe Vod/'s speech : ' ' 

That was squeezed through a horn* Wilt take my counsel f 

,, , ' Sampson* 

Valerio speaks ironically.—/. JV# 

^ A worthy wife, a long and happy ; follow, sirrah, 

Evan. That shall be my care, ■ 

Goodness rest with your gracer\ Sympson bestows great care 
in correcting this passage, but there is no need whatever iorHinend- ' 
ment, and hardly for a note*. Evan the answers to that part of the 
queen’s speech addressed to her, and of course takes no notice of 
her direction to the fool* 
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And that power that shall part you be unhappy! 

Val Sweet rest unto you! to ye all, sweet ladies! 
Tony, good-night! . , . 

7 any. Shall not the Fool stay with thee ? 

Mar. Come away, sirrah! 

[Ea;eunt Maria and Ladies. 
Tony. How the fool is sought for ! . 

Sweet malt is made of easy fire ; 

A hasty horse will (juickly tire ; 

A suaiien leaper sticks V th' mire ; 
Phlebotomy, and the word “ lie nigherf 
.. Take heed of, friend, I thee require. 

This from an Alinanack I stole. 

And learn this lesson from a Fool. 

Good-night, my bird ! '[Exit Tony. 

JLvan. Good-night, wise master Tony. — 

Will you to bed, my lord? Come let me help you. 
Val. I'o bed, Evanthe ? art thou sleepy ? 

I shall be worse, if you look sad upon me. 

Pray you let's to bed ! 

Val. I am not well, my love. , . 

iEmn. I’ll make you w^l j there’s no such physic 
for you ' 

As your warm mistress’ arms. 

Val. Art thou so cunning^ 

Evan. I speak not by experience ; (pray you 
mistake not) 

But, if you love me 

' i'Lffff TdPiipy e so d ffiSi 
So much above the base bent of desire, 

I know not how to answer thee. 

Evan. To bed then ; 

There I shall better credit you. Fy, my lord ! 
Will you put a maid td’t, to teach you what to do ? 
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An innocent maid ? Are you so cold a lover ? 

In truth, you make me blush i ’Tis midnight too, 
And ’tis no stolen love, but authorised openly, 
No sin we covet. Pray let me undress you ; 

You shall help me. Pr’ythee, sweet V alerio. 

Be not so sad ; the king will be more merciful. 
Val. May not I love thy mind ? 

Ewn. And I yours too ; 

’Tis a most noble one, adorn’d with virtue ; 

But if we love not one another really, 

And put our bodies and our minds together, 

And so make up the concord of atfection, 

Our love will prove but a blind superstition. 

This is no school to argue in, my lord, 

Nor have we time to talk away allowed us : 

Pray let’s dispatch. If any one should come 
And find us at this distance, what would they 

Come, kiss me, and to bed 1 ' ^ 

Val That I dare do, 

And kiss again. 

Etjan, Spare not ; they are your own, sir. 

VaL But to enjoy thee is to be luxurious, 

Too sensual in my love, and too ambitious !-—> 

Oh, how I burn ! — To pluck thee from the stalk 
Where now thou grow’st a sweet bud and a beau- 
teous, ■ T' ' 

And bear’st the prime and honour fOpbe garden, 
Is but to violate tby spring, and thee. 

Em^i. To let me blow, fflpd<€all alone, would 
anger you. 

Val. Let’s sit togethgfl^S, and, as we sit, 

Teed on the sweets of another’s souls. 

The happiness of loyi|^oontemplation, 

T%, blessedness of is pure aflection, 

W’hepe no alloy pf actuai dull desire, 

Of that '^tak with wantoniicss. 

Vi''--;:'"''.:'';"' ■ ^ -S/--. 
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Of liuman fire that buros out as it kindles, 

And leaves the body but a poor repentance, 

Can ever mix : Let’s fix on that, Evanthe ; 

That’s everlasting, the other casual ; 

Eternity breeds one, the other Fortune, 

Blind as herself, and full of all afflictions ; 

Shall we love virtuously ? 

Emn. I ever loved so. 

Val. And only think our love : The rarest plea- 
sure, 

(And that we most desire, let it be human) 

If once enjoy’d grows stale, and cloys our appetites. 

I would not lessen in my' love for any thing; 

Nor find thee but the same jn my short journey, 
For my love’s safety.'* 

Evan, Now I see I am old, sir, 

Old and ill-favour’d too, poor and despised, 

And am not worth your noble fellowship, 

Your fellowship in love ; you would not else 
Thus cunningly seek to betray a maid, 

A maid that honours you thus piously. 

Strive to abuse the pious love she brings you. 
Farewell, my lord; sinceyou have a better mistress, 
(For it must seem so, or you are no man) 

A younger, happierj, | sb^ll give her room, 

So much I love you still. , ^ 

Val. Stay, my Evanthe ! 

Heaven bear me witness, thou art all I love, 

^ Nor find thee hut the same in my^ short journey ^ 

For my love's safety, 'I Valerio would not suffer the least abate* * 

ment of her affection if he might save what by it ? his love ? 

his life to be sure he designed to say, and the true reading is, 

For my life’s safety, — Sympsom 

Very good sense may be made out of the text : He would not ' 
lessen in his love for any things and therefore wishes to find her 
still the same, that his love may not lessen.^' in his short jouf* 
ney'' his lifes safety is quite out of the question.- — Ed. 1778. 
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All I desire I And now, have pity on me ! — 

I never lied before; forgive me, Justice ! 

Youth and Affection, stop your ears unto me i 

[Jside. 

Evan. Why do you weep ? If I have spoke too 
harshly, 

And unbeseeming, my beloved lord, 

My care and duty, pardon me ! 

Fal. Oh, hear me, 

Hear me, Evanthe ! — I am all on torture, 

And this lie tears my conscience as Invent it!— 

I am no man. ■ ' 

Evf/n. How, sir ' 

VaL No man for pleasur'e ; 

No woman’s man. 

Evrm. Goodness forbid, my lord ! 

Sure you abuse yourself. 

Fal. ’Tis true, Evanthe; .. 

I shame‘ to say you’ll find it. [Weeps. 

Evan. He weeps bitterly : [Jiide. 

’Tis my hard fortune ; bless all young maids from 
it !. — 

Is there no help, my lord, in art will comfort ye ? 
Fal I liope there is. 

Evan. How long have you been destitute ? 

Val. Since I was younsr. 

Evan. Tis hard to die for nothing.— 

Now you shall know, ’tis not the ple^fe, sir, 

(For I’m compell’d to love you Spiritually) 

That women aim at, I affect you for ; 

’Tis for your worth : And kiss me ; be at peace. 
Because I ever loved you, I still honour you, 

And with all duty to rny husband follow you. 

Will you to bed now? You are ashamed, it seems : 
Pygmalion pray’d, and his cold stone took life. 
Yourdo not know with what zeal 1 shall ask, sir, 
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And what rare miracle that may work upon you. 
Still blush r Prescribe your law. 

Val. i pr’ythee pardon me ! 

To bed, and I’ll sit by thee, and mourn with thee, 
IMourn both our fortunes, our unhappy ones. 

Do not despise me ; make me not more wretched ! 
I pray to Heaven, when I am gone, Evanthe, 

(.‘Is my poor date is but a span of time now) 

To recoin pence thy .noble patience, 

Thy love and virtue, with a fruitful husband, 
Honest and honourable. 

Evan. Come, you have made me weep now. 
All fond desire die here, and w'elcome chastity, 
Honour and chastity ! Do what yoa please, sir. 

\_Ex'eunt 


ACT ly. SCENE L , 



An Antichamber to the Dwelling ^Alphonso in the 
Monastery. 


Enter at one door Rugio and Friar Mab.co,_ at the 
other door Sorano, with a little glass phial. 

Rug. What ails this piece of mischief to look 
sad ? - 

He seems to weep too. 
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aos 

Marm. Something is a-hatching, 

And of some bloody nature too, Lord Rugio, 

This crocodile mourns thus cunningly. 

Sor Hail, holy father! 

And good-da}'^ to the good Lord Rugio ! 

How fares the sad prince, 1 beseech you, sir? 
Rug. Tis like you know ; you need not ask 
that question ; 

You have your eyes and watches on his miseries 
As near as ours •, I would they were as tender ! 
Marco. Can you do him good ? As the king and 
you appointed him, 

So he is still ; as you desired I think too. 

For every day he is worse : Heaven pardon all ! 
Put off your sorrow; you may laugh now, lord; 
He cannot last long to disturb your master : 

You have done worthy service to his brother, 
And he most memorable love. 

So)".' You do not know, sir. 

With what remorse I ask, nor with what weariness 
I groan and bow under this load of honour; 

And how my soul sighs for the beastly services 
I have done his pleasures, these be witness with me! 
And from your piety believe me, father, 

I would as willingly uncloath myself 
Of title, (that becomes me not, I know ; 

Good men and great names best agree together) 
Cast off the glorious favours, and trappings 
Of sound and honour, wealth and promises, 

His wanton pleasures have flung on my weakness, 
And chuse to serve my country’s cause and virtue’s, 
Poorly and honestly, and redeem my ruins, 

As I would hope remission of my mischiefs. 

Rug. Old and experienced men, my lord Sorano, 
Are not so quickly caught with gilt hypocrisy. 
You-pull your claws in now, and fawn upon us, 
Asrliqiis dp to entice poor foolish beasts ; 
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And beasts we should be too, if we believed you : ' 

Go, exercise your art 

Sor. For Heaven sake, scorn me not, j 

Nor add more hell to my afflicted soul 
Than I feel here I As you are honourable. 

As you are charitable, look gently on me ! . 

I will no more to court, be no more devil ; 

I know I must be hated even of him 
That was my love now ; and the more he loves me 
For his foul ends, when they shall once appear to 
him, 

Muster before his conscience, and accuse him. 

The fouler and the more falls his displeasure : 

Princes are fading things, so are their favours. 

A/hrco. He weeps again j Xi: ? ’ * 

His heart is touch’d, sure, with remorse. 

Sor. See this, , 

AncWgive me fair attention. Good my lord, ’ 

And worthy father, see ; within this phial, , j 

The remedy and cure of all ray honour, ■ 

And of the sad prince, lie. 

Rug. What new trick’s this ? 

Sor. ’Tis true, I have done offices abundantly 
111 and prodigious to the prince Alphonso ; 

And, whilst I was a knave, 1 sought his death too. 

Rug. You are too late convicted to be good yet. 

Sor. But, father, when I felt this part afflict me, 

This inward part, and call’d me to an audit 
Of my misdeeds and mischiefs — — 

Mnrco. Well; go on, sir. 

Sor, Oh, then, then, then ! what was my glory 
then, father! 

The favour of the king, what did that ease me ? 

What was it to be bow’d to by all creatures r 
Worshipt, and courted? what did this avail me? 

I was a wretch, a poor lost wretch ! 

Marco. Still better. 


204 


A WIFE FOR A MONTH. [Act IV. 


Sor. Till, in the midst of all my grief, I found 
Repentance ; and a learned man to give the means 
to it; 

A Jew, an honest and a rare physician : 

Of him I had this jewel; ’tis a jewel, 

And. at the price of all my wealth, I bought it. 

If the king knew it, I must lose my head ; 

And willingly, most willingly, I would suflen 
A child may take it,' ’tis so sweet in working. 
Marco. To whom would you apply it to? 

Sor. To the sick prince ; 

It will in half a day dissolve his melancholy, 

Hug I do believe, and give him sleep for ever, 
What impudence is this, and what base malice, 
To make us instruments of thy abuses ! 

Are we set here to poison him ? 

&r. Mistake not; 

Y et I Inust needs ;say, ’tis a noble care, 

And worthy virtuous servants. If you’ll see 
A flourishing estate again in Naples, 

And great Alphonso reign, that’s truly’' good, 

And like himself able to make all excellent, 

Give him this drink; and this good health unto 
' him ! \JDrinkii< 

I am not so desperate yet to kill myself. 

Never look on me as a guilty man, 

Nor on the^ water as*|i,; speedy poison ; 

I am not ntad,„n<^r,i£ia Out all my treasure, 

My consci^dfe.aiidTny credits to abuse ye. - 
How uiffibly and how chearfully it works now 
Upon. and head! Sure I’m a new man? 
Therd i's no sadness thatT feel within me, 

But^, as sit meets it, like, a lazy vapour 

How it flies off! HerOj give it him with speed : 

You. are more guilty than I ever was, 

Arid worthier of tlie name of evil subjects. 

If but an hour you hold this frprn his health. 
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Rug. ’Tis some rare virtuous thing sure; ^ he is 
a good man ! 

It must be so ; come, let’s apply it presently, 
And may it sweetly work ! 

Sor. Pray let me hear on’t; 

And carry it close, my lords. 

Marco. Yes, good Sorano. 

{Exeunt Ruoro and Marco. 
Sor. Do, my good fools, my honest pious cox- 
combs, 

My wary fools too ! Have I caught your wisdoms.' 
You never dreara’d I knew an antidote, 

Nor ho.w to take it to secure mine own life ; 

I am an ass ! Go, give him the fine cordial, 

And when you haye done, go dig his grave, good 
friar. 

Some two hours hence we shall have such a bawl- 
• jng, 

And roaring up and down for a^ua vitx. 

Such rubbing, and such ’nointing, and such cool- 
ing ! 

I have sent him that will make a bonfire in’s belly : 
If he recover it, there is no heat in hell sure. 

. ' [Exit. 

5 ^Tu some rare virtuous thingJ\ So Milton in his It Fenseroso 
uses the word, 

And of the virtuous ring and glass, Scc» — Bympson. 

Virtuous continualiy occurs for salutiferous in old writings. 
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SCENE II 


An Apartment in the Palace^ 


, Frederick PoDEAMo. 

Fred. Podramo ! 

. Pod, Sir. 

Fixd. Call hither Lord Valerio ; 

And let none trouble us. 

Pod. It shall be done, sir. \Exit. 

Fred. I know he wants no additions to his^ tor- 
tures, 

He has enough for human blood to carry ; 

(Yet I must vex him further®) 

So many, that I wonder his hot youth 
And high-bred spirit breaks not into fury ; 

I must yet torture him a little further, 

And make myself sport with his miseries ; 

My anger is too poor else. Here he comes. 

Valerio. 

Now, my young-married lord, how do you feel 
yourself? 

You have the happiness you ever aim’d at, 

The joy and pleasure. 

^ (Yet I must him further ») This line seems to be an in* 
terpolation ; and was perhaps occasioned by the players' omitting 
the three next iinfes. — Ed» 1778. 
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Val. ’Would you had the like, sir I 
Fred. You tumble in delights with your sweet 
lady, _ 

And draw the minutes out in dear embraces ; 

You live a right lord’s life. 

Val ’Would you had tried it, 

That you might know the virtue but to suffer 1 
Your anger, though it be unjust and insolent, 

Sits handsomer upon you than your scorn ; 

To do a wilful ill, and glory in it. 

Is to do it double, double to be damn’d too. 

Fred. Hast thou not found a loving and free 
prince ? 

High in his favours too ? that has conferr’d 
Such hearts ease, and such heaps of comfort on 
thee, 

All thou couldst ask? 

You are too grown a tyrant, 

Upon so suffering and so still a subject ! 

You have put upon me such a punishment. 

That if your youth were honest it would blush at: 
But you’re a shame to nature, as to virtue. 

Pull not my rage upon you I ’tis so just, 

It will give way to no respect. My life, ; : 
My innocent life, (I dare maintain it, sir) f 
Like a wanton prodigal you have flung away; 
Had I a thousand more, I would allow ’em, 

And be as careless of ’em as your will is : 

But to deny those rights the law hath given me, 
The holy law, and make her life the penance, 

Is such a studied and unheard-of malice. 

No heart that is not hired from hell dare think of! 
To do it then too, when my hopes were high, • 
High as my blood, all my desires upon me, 

My free affections ready to embrace her, 
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And she mine owa~Do you smile at this ? is’t done 
' ■ , well ? ^ ' 

Is there not heaven above you that sees all ? 

: [feV. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Fred. Come hither. Time. How does your no- 
ble mistress? 

Cas. As a gentlewoman may do in her case 
That’s newly married, sir ; sickly sometimes, 

And fond on’t, like your majesty. 

Fred. She’s breeding then ? 

Cas. She wants much of her colour, 

And has her qualms as ladies use to have, sir, 

And her disgusts. 

Fred. And keeps her chamber? 

Fred. And eats good broths and jellies ? 

Cas. I am sure she sighs, sir, 

And weeps, good lady 1 

Fred. Alas, good lady, for it ! 

She should have one could comfort her, Cassandra, 
Could turn those tears to joys, a lusty comforter. 

Cas. A comfortable man does well at all hours. 
For he brings comfortable things. 

Fred Come hither; 


. Fred. Therefore the fitter, the older still the 


I 

r 

f 


Her breath ftinks like a fox, her teeth are conta- 
> gious ; [Jside. 

These old women are all elder-pipes. — Do you 
mark me? IGives a purse. 

Cas. Yes, sir ; but dftesyrour grace think I am 
. : 33;fit, ; :3: 

am both old and virtuous ? 
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I know thou art as holy as an old cope, 

Yet, upon necessary use — 

Calf. ’Tis true, sir. 

Fred. Her feeling sense is fierce still; speak 
unto her, 

(You are familiar) speak, I say, unto her, 

Speak to the purpose ; tell her this, and this. 

[Whispers c 

Cas. Alas, she is honest, sir, she is very honest, 

And would you have my gravity 

Fred. Ay, ay; 

Your gravity will become the cause the better, 
ril look thee out a knight shall make thee a lady 

A lusty knight, and one that shall be ruled by thee; 
And add to these. I’ll make ’em good. ^ No min- 
cing, 

Nor ducking out of nicety, good lady, 

Biu do it home. We’ll ail be friends too, tell her, 
And such a joy— — 

Cas. That’s it that stirs me up, sir; 

I would not for the world attempt her chastity, 
But that they may live lovingly hereafter. 

Fred. For that I urge it too. 

Cas. A little evil 

May well be suffer’d for a general good, sir. 

I’ll take my leave of your majesty. 

Fred. Go fortunately ; 

Be speedy too, [Exit Cassandra, 

Enter Valerio, 

Here comes Valerio ; 
i£ his aftlictions have allay’d his spirit, 

’ And add to these, Til make ^em gootZ,] That is, though van 
should add to those further conditions, Til fullilthem * — Masojh 

,¥OL. vril, 0 
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My work has end. — Come hither, Lord Valerio ; 
How do you now ? 

V'aL Your majesty may guess. 

Not so well, nor so fortunate as you are, 

That can tie up men’s honest wills and actions.* 
Fred. You clearly see now, brave Valerio, 
What ’tis to be the rival to a prince, 

To interpose against a raging lion : 

I know you hav’e suffer’d, infinitely suffer’d, 

And with a kind of pity I behold it ; 

And if you dare be worthy of my mercy, 

I can yet heal you, (yield up your Evanthe) 

Take off my sentence also. 

Val. I fail thus low, sir, [Kneels, 

My poor sad heart under your feet I lay, 

And all the service of my life. 

Fred. Do this then, 

For without this ’twill be impossible : 

Part with hhf for a while. ' " . 

‘ Val. You have parted us ; 

What should 1 do with that I cannot use, sir? 

Fred, ’Tis well consider’d: Let me have the lady. 
And thou shalt see how nobly I’ll befriend thee, 

How all this difference 

Val. Will she come, do you think, sir? 

Fred. She must be wrought, (I know she is too 
modest) 

And gently wrought, and cunningly. 

Val. ’Tis fit, sir. 

Fred. And secretly it must be; done. 

Fred. I’ll warrant you hCr honour shall be fair 




® In the first folio, some lines which occur before, (p 20t>,) are 

' ^ ' .1 Yoii^Kave the happiness/^ &c. |o the line, 

' ‘ - upon you than your sconi/' 
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No soil nor stain shall appear on that, Valerio. 
You see a thousand that bear sober faces, 

And shew off as inimitable modesties ; 

You would be swoz’n too that they were pure ma- 
trons, 

And most chaste maids ; and yet, to augment their 
fortunes, 

And get them noble friends-—- — 

Frt/. They are content, sir, 

In private to bestow their beauties on ’em. 

Fred. They are so, and they are wise ; they know 
no want for’t, 

For no eye sees they want their honesties. 

■ if 
: : Fred^ 

Val. I’ll see you dead first! With this 

caution, , 

Why, sure, I think it might be done. « 

Fred. Yes, easily. 

Val. For what time would your grace desire her 
body? 

Fred. A month or two. It shall be carried still 
As if she kept® with you, and were a stranger. 
Rather a hater, of the grace. I offer ; 

And then I will return lief, . with such honour— 

Val. ’Tis very like ; I dote much On your ho- 
nour ! 

Fred. And load her with such favour too, Va 
lerio — 

Val. She never shall claw off ; I humbly thank 
you! 

Fred. I’ll make ye both the happiest, and the 
richest, 

.And the mightiest too-^ 

Val. But who shall work her^ sir ? y' 

® Kept.l To keep is still a college phrasfe for to dvyell, lodge. 
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For, on my conscience, she is very honest. 

And will be hard to cut as a rough diamond. 
Fred, Why, you must work her ; any thing from 
your tongue. 

Set off with golden and persuasiv^e language, 

Urging your dangers too 

Val. But all this time 

Have you the conscience, sir, to leave me nothing, 
Nothing to play withal? 

Fred, There be a thousand ; 

Take where thou wilt. 

Val. May I make bold with your queen? 

She is useless to your grace, as it appears, sir. 
And but a loyal wife, that may be lost too : 

I have a mind to lier, and then ’tis equal. 

Fi'ed. How, sir? 

Val. ’Tis so, sir. Thqu most glorious impudence, 
Have I not%r6ilgs ehow’to'sutfer under, 

But thou must pick me out to make a monster? 
A hated wonder to the world ? Do you start 
At my entrenching on your private liberty, 

And would you force a highway through mine ho- 
nour, 

And make me pave it too ? But that tliy queen 
Is of that excellence in honesty, 

And guarded with divinity about her, 

No loose thought can come near, nor flame unhal* 
. low’d, 

I would so right myself : 

Fred, Why, take her to you ; 

I am not vex’d at this ; thou shalt enjoy her : 

I’ll be thy friend, if that may win thy courtesy. 
Val. 1 will not be youT bawd, though for your 
royalty. 

Was I brought up and nourish’d in the court, 
Witf^ thy most royal brother, and thyself, 

Upoh thy fatber^s 'charge, thy happy father’s, 
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And suck’d the sweetness of all human arts, 
Learn’d arms and honour, to become a rascal? 
Was this the expectation of my youth. 

My growth of honour? Do you speak this truly, 
Or do you try me, sir ? for I believe not, 

At least I would not, and methinks ’tis impossible, 
There should be such a devil in a king’s shape, 
Such a malignant fiend ! 

Fred. I thank you, sir ! 

•To-morrow is your last day, and look to it 

Get from my sight, away ! 

Val. You are Oh, my heart’s too high 

And full to think upon you ! \Exeunt severally. 


SCENE III. 


Another in the same. 


Evanthe Cassandea, , 

Evan. You think it fit then, mortified Cassan- 
dra, 

That I should be a whore ? 

Cas. Why a whore, madam ? 

If every woman that upon necessity 

Did a good turn (for there’s the main point, mark 
it) 

Were term’d a whore, who would be honest, ma- 
dam ? 

Your lord’s life, and your own, are now in hazard; 

Two precious lives may be redeem’d with nothing, 
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Little or, nothing ; say, an hour’s or day’s sport, 
Or such a toy ; the end to it is [not] wantonness,' 
That we cali lust, that maidens lose their fame for, 
But a cotnpeird necessity of honour, 

Fair as the day, and clear as innocence ; 

Upon my life and conscience, a direct way 

Evan. To be a rascal. 

Cas. ’Tis a kind of rape too ; 

That keeps you clear; for where your will's com- 
pell’d, 

Though you yield up your body, you are safe still. 
Evan. Thou art grown a learned bawd ; I ever 
look’d 

Thy great sufficiency would break out. 

Cas. You may, 

You that are young and fair, scorn us old crea- 
tures ; 

Btttyou mustknow my years ere you be wise, lady; 
And my experience too. Say the king loved you ? 
Say it were nothing else ? . 

Emn. Ay, marry wench, 

Now thou com’st to me. 

Cas. Do you think princes’ favours are such 
slight things. 

To fling away when you please ? There be young 
ladies, 

Both fair and honourable, that would leap to reach 
’em, ^ , 

And leap aloft too. 

Emi/. Such are light enough ; 

I am no vaulter, wench. But canst thou tell me, 

* ^ fQ fg wantmuem*]^ For want of a negative 
particle here, the old procuress is made to contradict all she 
contending for ; the place ought to run so, ^ 

•' ; end io it U not mutonneu. '■ 

Mr Seward'SfeWise-.raade the same observation*— 
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Though he be a king, whether he be sound or no ? 
I would not give my youth up to infection. 

Cas. As sound as honour ought to be, I tliink, 
lady. 

Go to ! be wise ; I do not bid you try him ; 

But, if he love you well, and jmu neglect him. 

Your lord’s life hanging on the hazard of it 

If you be so wilful proud 

Evan. Thou speak’st to the point still ; 

But, when I have lain with him, what am I then, 
gentlewoman ? 

Cas. What are you? why, the same you are 
now, a woina,n, 

A virtuous woman, and a ^hle woman ,■ 
Touching at what is noble, you become so. 

Had Lucrece e’er been thought of, but for Tar- 
quin ? 

She was before a simple unknown woman ; 

When she was ravish’d, she was a reverend saint. 
And do you think she yielded not a little. 

And had a kind of will to have been re- ravish’d r 
Believe it, yes. There are a thousand stories 
Of wond’rous loyal weihen, that have slipp’d, 

But it has been on the ice of tender honour. 

That kept them cool still to the world. ’ T think 
you are blest, 

That have such an occasion in your hands 
To beget a cbronicle, a faithful one. 

Evan. It must needs be .much honour ! 

Cas. As you may make it, infinite, and safe too ; 
And when ’tis done, your lord and you may live 
So quietly, and peaceably together, 

And be what you please! 

Evan. But suppose this, wench, 

The king should so delight roe with his company, 
T should forget my lord, and no more look on him. 
Cas. That’s the main hazards for I tell you truly, 
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I have hear<l Report speak he’s an infinite pleasure, 
Almost above belief. There be some ladies, 

And modest to the world too, wond’rous modest, 
That have had the blessedness to try his body. 
That I have heard proclaim him a new Hercules. 
Emn. So strongly able ? 

Cas. There will be the danger, 

You being but a young and tender lady. 
Although your mind be good, yet your weak body, 
At first encounter too, to meet with one 

Of his unconquer’d strength ^ 

,Emn. Peace, thou rude bawd. 

Thou studied old corruptness ! ^ tie thy tongue up. 
Your hired base tongue ! Is this your timely coun- 
sel 

Dost thou seek to make me dote on wickedness, 
Because ’tis ten times worse than thou deliver’st it ? 
To be a, whore, because he has sufficiency 
To make a hundred? Oh, thou impudence I 
Have I relieved thy age to mine own ruin ? 

And worn thee in my bosom, to betray me? 

Can years and impotence win nothing on thee 
That’s good and honest, but thou must go on still? 
And where thy blood wants heat to sin thyselfj 
Force thy decrepid will to make me wicked ? 

Cas. I did but tell you 

Emn. What the damned’st woman. 

The .cunning’st and the skilful’st bawd, comes 
■■ ■■"■y'""; short.'Of ! 

If thou hadst lived ten ages to be damn’d in. 

And exercised this art the devil taught thee, 
Thou couldst not have express’d it more exactly 
Cas. I did not bid you sin. 

corrvptness,^ This in Martial’s \wrtls is, «oj2 viiiosa 
sei ttUnfn.Sjmnsqn. 
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Evan. Thou wooed’st me to it * 

Thou, that art fit for prayer and the grave. 

Thy body earth already, and corruption, 

Thou taught’st the way. Go, foUowyour fine func- 
tion : 

There are houses of delight, that want good ma- 
trons, 

Such grave instructors; get thee thither, monster, 
And read variety of sins to wantons ; 

And when they roar with pains, learn to make 
plaisters. 

Cas. Tliis we have for our good wills. 

Evan. If e’er I see -thee more, - 
Or any thing that’s like thee, to affright me, 

By this fair Tight, 111 spoil thy ba'wdery ! . 

Ill leave thee neither eyes nor nose to grace thee! 
When thou want’st bread, and common pity to- 
• wards thee, 

And art a-starving in a ditch, think of me : 

Then die, and let the wand’ring bawds lament thee! 
Be gone ; I charge thee leave me ! 

, JE’^^er.FEEDERICK. 

Gr/j. Youll repent this. : [EavL 

Fred. She’s angry, and t’other crying too; my 
suit’s cold : * 

111 make your heart ache, stubborn w'ench, for this ! 
Turn not so angry from me; I will speak to you. 
Are you grown proud with your delight, good lady? 
So pamper’d with your sport, you scorn to know 

Evan. I scorn you not; I would you scorn’d 
: not;:me, /sir, 

And forced me to be weary of my duty 1 
I know your grace ; ’would I had never seen you ! 
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Fred. Because I love you, Because I dote upon 
you, ' 

Because I am a man that seek to please you. 

Enan. I have man enough already to content me, 
As much, as noble, and as worthy of me, 

As all the world can yield. 

jFrcd. That’s but your modesty : 

You have no man — nay, never look upon me ; 

I know it, lady— no man to content you ; 

No man that can, or, at the least, that dare, 
Which is a poorer man, and nearer nothing. 
Ewn. Be nobler, sir, inform’d. 

Fi'ed. I’ll tell thee, wench, 

The poor condition of this poorer fellow. 

And make thee blush for shame at tliine own error ; 
He never tender’d yet a husband’s duty 
To thy warm longing bed. 

Evan. How should he know that? {Aside. 
Fred. I am sure he did not, for I charged him no, 
Upon his life I charged him, but to try him. 
Could any brave or noble spirit stop here? 

Was life to be preferr’d before affection? 

Lawful and long’d-for too ? 

Evan. Did you command him ? 

Fred. I did, in policy, to try his spirit. 

Evan. And could he be so dead-cold to observe 
it? ; • 

Brought I no beauty, nor no love along wdth me ? 
Fred. Why, that is it that makes me scorn to 
name him. 

I should have loved him, if he had ventured for’t ; 
Nay, doted on his bravery. 

■ Jlsww, •; Only;eharged^MB'^ 

And with that spell sit down I Dare men fight 
lllsfe;’; V ;tb tayely^:;i W 

Fpr: poor slight things, for drink, or ostentation, 
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And there endanger both their lives and fortunes, 
And for their lawful loves fly olF with fear ? 

Fred. ’Tis true ; and with a cunning base fear 
too to abuse thee, 

Made thee believe, poor innocent Evanthe, 
Wretched young girl, it was his iinpotency : 

Was it not so ? deny it. 

Evan. Oh, my anger ! • 

At my years, to be cozen’d with a young man I 
Pred. A strong man too ; certain he loved you. 
dearly ! 

Evan. To have my shame and love mingled to- 
gether, 

And both flung on me like a weight to sink me ! 
Iwouldhavediedathousandtimes!?' 

.So would any. 

Any that had the spirit of a man : 

I w»uld have been kill’d in your arras. 

Evan. I would he had been. 

And buried in mine arms ! that had been noble: 
And what a monument would I have made him ! 
Upon this breast he should have slept in peace. 
Honour and everlasting Love his mourners ,* 

And I still weeping, ’till old Time had turn’d me. 
And pitying powers above, into pure crystal. 
Fred. Hadst thou loved me, and had my way 
been stuck 

With deaths, as thick as frosty nights with stars, 
I would have ventured. 

Evan. Sure there is some trick iu’t : 

Valerio ne’er was coward. {Aside. 

Fred. Worse than this too. 

Tamer, -and seasoning of a baser nature. 

He set your woman on you to betray you, 

Your bawdy woman, or your sin-solicitor ; 

(I pray but think what this man may deserve now) 
I know he did, and did it to plea’se me too. 
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Emn. Good sir, afflict me not too fast ! I feel 
i am a woman, and a wrong’d one too, 

And sensible I am of my abuses. 

Sir, you have loved me-= 

Fred. And I love thee still. 

Pity thy wrongs, and dote upon thy person. 

Etwi. To set my woman on me ! ’twas too base, 
sir. 

Fred. Abominable vile. 

Evan. But I shall fit him. 

Fred. All reason and all law allows it to you; ■ 
And you’re a fool, a tame fool, if you spare him. 
Evan. You may speak now, and happily pre- 
vail too; 

And I beseech your grace be angry with me. 

Fred. I am at heart. — She staggers in her faith, 
And will fall off, I hope ; I’ll ply her still. — [Aside. 

’ Thou abused innocence, I suffer with thee 1 
If I should give him life, he would still betray 
-'if : J;:; /;:thCe^;L(V:;“ ^ 

That fool that fears to die for such a beauty, 
Would for the same fear sell thee unto misery. 

I do not say ^ he would have been bawd himself 
too. 

Evan. Follow’d thus far.^ nay, then I smell the 
malice ; , _ [Aside. 

It tastes too hot of practised wickedness : 

3 I don’t say, Sec.] From Evanthe's answer, it seems probable 
tbe poet wrote, I DAitE say, &c. — Ed. 1778. 

Surely, had the editors read a little further, they would have 
Struck out this useless note. Frederick says again, 

, I will say he offered fair Evanthe. , .. 

He evidently goes gradually arid artfully to work, afraid of Evan- 
the’s suspicions being roused by an accusation too downright, and 
seems insidiously to retract his first assertions, to gain her confi- 
dence. more strongly. 
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TiieTe can be no such man, I am sure no gentle- 
man. 

Shall my anger make me whore, and not my plea- 
sure ? 

My sudden iinconsiderate rage abuse me ? 

Come home again, my frighted faith, my virtue, 
Horae to m.y heart again ! — He be a bawd too? 
Fred. I will not say he offer’d, fair Evaiithe. 
Evan. Nor do not dare ! ’Twill be an impudence, 
And not an honour, for a prince to lie. 

Fy, sir, a person of your rank to trifle ! 

I know you do lie. 

Fred, How? - , 

Lie shamefully I - v- ' .? 

And I conld wish myself a man but one day, 

To tell you openly, you lie too basely ! 

Fred. Take heed, wild fool ! 

Evan, Take thou heed, thou tame devil ! 

Thou all Pandora's box, in a king’s figure! 

Thou hast almost whored my weak belief already, 
And like an engineer blown up mine honour: 

But I shall countermine, and catch your mischief ; 
This little fort you seek I shall man nobly, 

And strongly too, with chaste obedience 
To my dear lord, with yiefeupus thoughts that scorn 
you. _ ' ' 

A^ictorious Tbamyris never won more honour 
In cutting off the royal head of Cyrus, 

Than I shall do in conquering thee. Farewell ! 
And, if thou canst be wise, learn to be good too ; 
’Twill give thee nobler lights than both thine eyes 
do. 

My poor lord and myself are bound to suffer ; 
And when I see bun faint under. your sentence, 
I’ll tell you more ; it may be, then I’ll yield too. 
Fred. Fool unexampled, shall my anger follow 
thee ? ' ’ lEa'cant. 



■ SCENE IV, 


An Apartment in Alplionso's Monastery. 

Enter ^VGio and Friar yL&.Ti.co. 

Mug. Curse on our sights ! ^ our fond creduli- 
ties ! 

A thousand curses on the slave that cheated us, 
The damned slave ! 

Marco. We have e’en shamed our service, 
Brought pur best care and loyalties to nolhingi^ 

’Tis the most fearful poison, the most potent 

Heaven give him patience ! Oh, it works most 
. strongly, 

And tears him Lord ! 

Mug. That we should be so stupid 
To trust the arrant’st villain that e’er flatter’d. 
The bloodiest too ! to believe a few soft words 
from him, 

And give way to his prepared tears ! 

Alph. UVithin.^ Ob, oh, oh ! 

Cunt on onr sights.] Sympson says, that every body sees that 
diis mut be wrong ; but I see clearly that it is right. They curse 
their sights, because it was their eyes deceived them. They gave 
no credit to Sorano until they saw him drink the poison ; and, ac- 
cordingly, Rugio afterwards says, , 

That we should be such blockheads, 

As M 1-3 taken with his drinking first, 

■ And never think wjjat antidotes are made for.— IJasos. 
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Hark, the poor prince ! That we should be such 
blockheads, 

As to be taken with his drinking first, 

And never think what antidotes are made for ! 
Two wooden sculls we have, and we deserve to 
be bang’d fort : 

For certainly it will be laid to our charge ; 

As certain too, it will dispatch him speedily. 

Which way to turn or what to 

Marco. Let us pray ! 

Heaven’s hand is strong. 

Rug. The poison’s- strong, you. would say. 
’Would any thing — He comes ; let’s give him com- 


Alphonso is brought on a couchl by two Friars. 

' Alph. Give me more air, air, more air! blow, 
blow!® 

Open, thou Eastern gate, and blow upon me! 
Distil thy cold dews, oh, thou icy moon. 

And rivers run through my afflicted spirit! 

I am all fire, fire, fire ! The raging Dog-star 
Reigns in my blood ! Oh, which way shall I turn 

iEtna, and all his flames, burn in niy head. 

Fling me into the ocean, or I perish I 
Dig, dig, dig, till the gprings fly up, 

The cold, cold springs, that I may leap into ’em, 
And bathe my scorch’d limbs in their purling plea- 



^ Carried in a coach.] This ridiculous stage-direction in the 
first folio has also occurred in the quarto of Ford^s Lover's Me« 
kncholyy (ed, iSil, voi L p. 208.) 

^ The reader may compare the following scene with a paralkd 
one in Valeniinian, (voL IV* p. 4-75, ) which it far exceedti, and 
to the celebrated one in Shakapeare’s King Johuj to which it is 
scarcely inferior. . ' 
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Of shoot me up into the higher regioUj 
Where treasures of delicious snow are nourish’d, 
And banquets of sweet hail 1 
Rug. Hold him fast, friar ; 

Oh, how he burns ! 

Alph. What, will ye sacrifice me ? 

Upon the altar lay my willing body, 

And pile your wood up, fling your holy incense ; 
And, as I turn me, 3mu shall see all flame. 
Consuming flame. Stand off me, or you are ashes ! 
Rug. mid Marco.' Most miserable wretches ! 
Alph. Bring hither Charity, 

And let me hug her, friar : They^ say she’s cold, 
Infinite cold ; devotion cannot warm her. 

Draw me a river of false lovers’ tears 
Clean through my breast j they are dull, cold, and 
forgetful, 

And will give ease. Let virgins sigh upon me. 
Forsaken souls ; their sighs are precious ; ’ 

Let them all sigh. Oh, hell, hell, hell ! oh, horror! 
Marco. To bed, good sir, 

Alph. My bed will burn about me : 

Like Phaeton, in alheonsuming flashes 
1 am enclosed ! Let me fly, let me fly, give room ! 
Betwixt the cold bear, and the raging lion,® 

7 file ( 7 ,-e precious.] So ail the copies,— Sptitpsoti. 

® Betivixt the cold bearexid the raging lion.] The learned rSftd- 
er need not to be told, that the bear and lion here, by a beaulifu! 
synecdoche, stand for the frigid and the torrid zones, and betwixt 
tbe two means the temperate zone. But does safety dwell here 
to a man wrapt in flames ? No, xhe frigid zone only, which might 
quench their violence, can bring him safety, and all his other wishes 
drurry'liinr : 

To night and cold, to nippihg/rosts and •ssinds, 

That cut the stubborn rocks and make them shiver. 

The absurdity', therefore, of the old reading was no sooner obser- 
ved, than a probability occurred of the inanner how it came into 
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Lies my safe way. Oh, for a cake of ice now, 
To clap unto riiy heart to comfort me ! 

Decrepid Winter, hang upon my shoulders. 

And let me wear thy fro 2 en icicles 
Like jewels round about my head, to cool me ! 
My eyes burn out, and sink into theit sockets, 
And my infected brain like brimstone boils ! 

I live in hell, and several furies vex me ! 

Oh, carry me where no sun ever shew’d yet 
A face of comfort, where the earth is crystal, 
Never to be dissolved ! where nought inhabits 
But night and cold, and nipping frosts, and winds 
That cut the stubborn rocks and make them shiver ; 
Set me there, friends ! 

Rug. Hold fast ,• he must to bed, friar. 

What scalding sweats he lias ! 

Marco. He’ll scald in hell for’t, 

That was the cause. 

tbe text. I believe tlie aiitbor^s manuscript had accidentally omit* 
ted the s in hears, and run thus : 

the cold bear^ far from the raging lion, 

\ t Lies my safe way, 

\ , ' ' •' ' ' . ' ' 

prompter , or common corrector of the press, think- 
this not English, without entering into the spirit of the author, 
would naturally correct it into the old text : 

Betwixt the cold hear and the raging lion^ 

And that I have therefore only restored the original, is further 
probable from hence : The allusion to Phaeton is evidently car- 
ried on in this line, and Ovid makes Phoebus advise him particu- 
larly to avoid the serpent, i. e. the constellation that lies betwixt 
the two hears. The reverse of this, therefore, would naturally oc- 
cur on this occasion. — Seward, 

The old reading, notwithstanding Seward's learned argument, 
I believe to be the true one. The allusion is to the story of Phae-^ 
ton, and particularly to this line — 

In medio tutissimus ibis. 

The word safe proves this allusion- — Mason^ 
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' ^ , 4f\ 

Alph. Dritik,^ drink, a world of drink ! 

Fill all the cups, and all the antique vessels, . 

And borrow pots ; let me have drink enough ! 
Bring all the worthy drunkards of the time. 

The experienced drunkards, let me have them all, 
And let them drink their worst, I’ll make them 
idiots! 

rn lie upon my back, and swallow vessels. 

Have rivers made of cooling wine run througli me, 
Not stay for this man’s health, or this great prince’s. 
But take an ocean, and begin to all ! Oh, oh 1 
Marco. He cools a little ; now away with him, 
And to his warm bed presently. 

Alph. No drink ? 

No wind? no cooling air? 

Rug. You shall have any thing. — 

His hot fit lessens ; Heaven put in a hand now, 
Andsa.ve his life !r— There’s drink, sir, in yonrch^m- 

And all cool things. 

Alph. Away, away ; let’s fly to ’em ! 

[Exeunt, carrying him out. 


SCENE V. 

A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Valerio and Evanthe. * 

Emn. To say you were impotent ! I am ashamei! 
iillkg k ’ on’tikk^^^^ 

To make yourself no man? to a fresh maid too. 
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A longing maid ? upon her wedding-night also, 
To g\ve her such a dor ? ® 
p7d. I pr’ythee pardon me i 
Evan. Had you been drunk, ’t had been excusa- 
ble ; 

Or, like a gentleman, under the surgeon’s hands, 
And so not able, there had been some. colour ; 
But wretchedly to take a weakness to you, 

A fearful weakness, to abuse your body, 

Aiid let a lie work like a spell upon you, 

A lie to save your life 

Val. Will you give me leave, sweet ? 

Evan. You have taken too much leave, and too 
base leave too. 

To wrong your love ! Hast thou a noble fpirit? 
And canst thou look up to the people’s loves, 

, That call thee worthy, and not blush, Valerio ? 
Ca«st thou behold me that thou hast betray’d thus, 
And no shame touch thee ? 

Val. Shame attend the sinful ! 

I krvow my innocence. 

Evan. Ne’er think to face it, that’s a double 
weakness. 

And shews thee falser still ! The king himself. 
Though he be wicked, and our enemy. 

But juster than thou art,’ in pity of my injuries, 
Told me the truth. 

Val. What did he tell, Evanthe ? 

9 upon her ueddmg-m gilt also 

To give her suck a dor ?] Such* a disappoiatment. So in 
Love's Pilgrimage : 

My love was fooPd, time numbered to no end. 

My expectation flouted ; aud guess you, sir^ 

What dor unto a doatitig maid this was, 

What a base breaking-off!" 

^ But juster than thine*] Corrected in 1^79* 
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Emn. That, but to gain thy life a fortnight 
longer, 

Thy loved poor life, thou gav’st up all my duties. 
VaL I swear ’tis false ! my life and death are 
equal ; 

I have weigh’d ’em both, and find ’em but one for- 
tune. 

But kings are men, and live as men, and die too, 
Have the affections men have, and their falsehoods ; 
Indeed, they have more power to make ’em good. 
The king’s to blame; it was to save thy life, wench, 
Thy innocent life, that I forbore thy bed. 

Tor if I had touch’d thee thou hadst died; he 
swore it. 

Emn. And was not I as worthy to die nobly, 
To make a story for the time that follows. 

As he that married me ? What weakness, sir, 

Or disability, do you see in me, ^ 

Either in mind or body, to defraud me 
Of such an opportunity? Do you think I married 
you " 

Only for pleasure, or content in lust ? 

To lull you in mine arms, and kiss you hourly? 
Was this my end? 1 might have been a queen, sir, 
If that had caught me, and have known all de- 
licates : 

There’s few that would have shunn’d so fair an 
offer. 

Oh, thou unfaithful fearful man, thou hast kill’d 
me! 

In saving me this way, thou hast destroy’d me, 
Robb’d me of that thy love can never give more! 
To be Unable, to save Oh, misery ! 

Had I been my Valerio, thou Evan the, 

I would have lain with thee under a gallows. 
Though the hangman had been my Hymen, and 


229 


Scene V.] A WIFE FOR A MONTH. 

With iron whips and forks, ready to torture me : 
I would have hugg’d thee too, though hell had 
gaped at me. 

Save my life ! that expected to die bravely, 

That would have woo’d it too ? Would I had mar- 
ried • 

An eunuch, that had truly no ability,® 

Than such a fearful liar ! Thou hast done me 
A scurvy courtesy, that has undone me. 

Val. i’ll do no more; since you’re so nobly fa- 
shion’d. 

Made up so strongly. I’ll take my share with you ; 
Nay, dear, I’ll learn of you. 

Emn. He weeps too, tenderly; , . v „ 

My anger’s gone. Good my lord, pardon me ; 
And if I have offended, be more angry : 

It ^as a woman’s flash, a sudden valour, 

That could not lie conceal’d, 

Val, I honour you; 

By all the rites of holy marriage, 

And pleasures of chaste love, I wonder at you ! 
You appear the vision of a. Heaven unto me, 
Stuck all with stars of honour shining clearly, 

And ail the motions of your mind celestial ! ' 

Man is a lump of earth; the best man spiritless. 
To such a woman ; all our lives and actions 
But counterfeits in arras to this virtue. 

Chide me again ; you have so brave an anger, 

And flows so nobly from you, thus deliver’d, 

a ^Quld I had married - 

An eunuch^ that had truly no ability. 

Than such q ] The want of rather before than such, 

h^s a fine effect, and the hurry of her passion fuily justifies such a 
wilful omission in the poet.“%»3ypso». 

Such omissions are so frequent in old dramatists, that it cannot 
be supposed that the poet intended any particular beauty of 
pressiou by the ellipsis* 
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Tliat I could suffer like a child to hear you, 

Nay, make myself guilty of some faults to honour 
you. 

Evan, ril ohide no more ; you have robb’d me 
of my courage, 

And with a cunning patience check’d my impu- 
dence. 

Once more, forgiveness ! ,[‘5/;e kneels. 

Fal. Will this serve, Evan the? \Kisses htr. 
And this, my love? Heaven’s mercy be upon us ! 
But did he tell no more ? 

Evan. Only this trifle ; 

You set my woman on me, to betray me : 

’Tis true, she did her best ; a bad old woman 1 
It stirr’d me, sir. 

Fa/. I Cannot blame thee, jewel. 

■.Evan, And methpught, when your name isras 

. sounded that way 

Val. He that will spare no fame, will spare no 
name, sweet.';:" ■ 

Though, as I am a man, I am full of weakness, 
And may slip happily into some ignorance, 

Yet at my years to be a bawd, and cozen 

Mine own hopes with iny doctrine 

Evan. L believe not, 

Nor never shall. — Our time is out to-morrow. 

Fal. Let’s be to-night then full of fruitfulness; 
Now We are both of one mind, let’s be happy I 
I am ho more a wanting man, Evanthe, 

Thy warm embraces shall dissolve tliat impotence, 
And my cold lie shall vanish with thy kisses. 

You hours of night, be- long as when Alcmena 
Lay by the lusty side of Jupiter ; 

Keep back the day* ;ahd hide his golden beams 
Where the chaste Watchful morning may not find 

Old doting Tython, hold Aurora fast, 
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And though she blush the day-break from her 
cheeks, 

Conceal her still : Thou, heavy wain, stand firm, 
And stop the quicker revolutions ; 

Or, if the day must come to spoil our happiness, 
Thou, envious sun, peep not upon our pleasure ; 
Thou, that all lovers curse, be far olF from us ! 
Evan. Then let’s to bed; apd this night, in all 
joys . 

And chaste delights— — 

Enter Castruccio, 'with a guard. 

Cast. Stay ! I must part ye both ; ’ : 

It is the king’s cbmmandj who bids me tell you, 
To-morrow is your last hour. 

Val. I obey, sir : 

Iff Heaven we shall meet, captain, where king 
Frederick 

Dare not appear to part us. 

Cast. Mistake me not ; 

Though I am rough in doing of my office. 

You shall find, sir, you have a friend to honour you. 

They that are sad on earth in Heaven shall sing. 

[Esceunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


Alphonso’s Apartment in the Monastery. 


Enter Friar Marco and Rugio. 

Rug. Have you writ to the captain of the castle ? 
Marco. Yes, and charged him, 

Upon his soul’s health, that he be not cruel ; 

Told him Valerio’s worth among the people, 

And how it must be punish’d in posterity, 
Though he ’scape now. ' • 

Rug. But will not he, friar Marco, 

Betray this to the king? 

Marco. Though he be stubborn, 

And of a rugged nature, yet he’s honest, 

And honours much Valerio. 

Rug. How does Alphonso? 

For now, methinks, my heart is light again, 

And pale fear fled. 

Marco. He is as well as I am ; i ?; / 

The rogue, 'against his will, has saved his life : 

A desperate poison has re-cured the prince. 

Rug. To me, ’tis roost miraculous. 

Marco, To me too. 

Till I consider why it should do so; 

And now I have found it a ihost excellent physic : 
It wrought upon the dull^ cold, misty parts. 

That ciogg’d his soul, (which was another poison, 
A desperate too) and found such matter there, 
And such abundance also to resist it. 
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And wear away the dangerous heat it brought 
with it, 

The pure blood and the spirits ’scaped untainted. 
jRz(g. ’Twas Heaven’s high hand, none of Sorano’s 
pity. 

Marco. Most certain ’twas; had the malicious 
villain 

Given him a cooling poison, he had paid him. 

Enter Casteuccio. 

Rug. The captain of the castle ! 

Marco. Oh, you are welcome. \ 

How does'yourTfiiondfi'SSyf'l®®?^ 

Cast. He must go for dead ; . ■ 

But when I do a deed of so much villainy, 

I’ll have my skin pull’d o’er mine ears, my lord 1 
Though I’m the king’s, I am none of his abuses. 
How does your royal charge ? That I might see 
once 

Enter Alehonso and Friars. 

Marco. I pray see now; you are a trusty gen- 

Jlph. Good fathers, I thank Heaven, I feel no 

sickness 

Cast. He speaks again ! 

Alph. Nothing that bars the free use of ray spirit. 
Methinks the air is sweet to me, and company 
A thing I covet now. Castruccio ? 

He speaks and knows ! For Heaven’s sake, break 
’ my pate, lord. 

That I may be sure. I sleep not ! 

Alph. Thou wert honest, 

Ever among the rank of good men counted. 


m A WE IDE A MONTH. [Act V. 

I have been absent long ont of tbe 
A dream I have lived. How does it look, Cas- 
triiccior 

What wonders are abroad ? 

Cast- I fling off duty 

To your dead brother, (for he is dead in goodness) 
And to the living hope of brave Alphonso, 

The noble heir of Nature, and of Honour, 

I fasten my allegiance. 

Marco. Softly, captain ; 

We dare not trust the air with this bless’d se- 
cret.— 

Good sir, be close again ; Heaven has restored you, 
And by miraculous means, to your fair health, 
And made the instrument your enemies’ malice, 
Which does prognosticate your noble fortune ; 
Let not our careless joy lose you again, sir, 

Help to deliver yon to a further danger. 

I pray you pass in, and rest awhile forgotten j 
For if your brother come to know you are well 
again, 

And ready to inherit, as your right. 

Before we have strength enough to assure your life, • 
What will become of you ? and what shall we 
Deserve in all opinions that are honest, 

For our loss of judgment, care, and loyalty ? 

Dear sir, pass ip. Heaven has begun the 
. work,..; \ .• 

Add bless’d us ail J our epdeavours follow, 

To preserve this blessing to cur timely issues. 

And bring it to the noble eiid we aim at : 

Let our cares work now, pnA our eyes pick out 
An hour to shew yousailly to your subjects, 
;i|secdre;houri!.. \ 

Alph. I am counselled : Ye are faithful. 

Gas#, Which hour shnll not be long, as we shall 

Once more, the tender of my duty. 
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Jlph. Thank ye. 

Cast, Keep you the monastery. 

Rug. Strong enough, I’ll warrant you. [Etceunt. 


SCENE IL 


An Apartment in the Palace, 

Enter Tosy and PoD-RkMO, 

Pod. Who are all these that crowd about the 
court. Fool ? 

Trhose strange new faces ? 

Tony. They are suitors, coxcomb, 

Dainty fine suitors to the widow-lady. 

Thou hadst best make one of ’em ; thou wilt be 
bang’d as handsomely 

At the mon th’s end, and with as much joy follow’d, 
(An’t were to-mofrow) as many mourning bawds 

And holy nuns, whose vestal fire ne’er vanishes, 
In sackcloth smocks, as if thou wert heir apparent 
To all the impious suburbs and the sink-holes. 
Pod, Out, you base rogue ! 

Tony. Why dost abuse thyself? 

Thou art to blame ; I take thee for a gentleman. 
But why does not thy lord and master marry her ? 
Pod. Why, she’s his sister. ‘ 

Tony. ’Tis the better, fool ; 

He may make bold with 'his own flesh and blood, 
For, o’ ray conscience, there’s^^none else will trust 
himj 
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Then he may pleasure the king at ade^ pinch too. 
Without a Mephistophilus,^ such as thou art, 

And engross the royal disease like a true subject. 
Pod. Thou wilt be whipp’d. 

Tony. I am sure thou wilt be bang’d; 

I have lost a ducat else, which I would be loth 
To venture without certainty. They appear. 

{Suitors pass by. 

Pod. Why, these are rascals. 

Tony. They were meant to be so ; 

Does thy master deserve better kindred ? 

Pod. There’s an old lawyer, 

Trimm’d up like a gally-foist ; * what would he 
do with her ? 

Tony. As usurers do with their gold ; he would 
look on her. 

And read her over once a-day, like a hard report,^ 
Feed his dull eye, and keep his fingers itching: 

For any thing else, she may appeal to a parliament ; 
Sub pcBnds znA posieas^ have spoil’d his codpiece. 
There’s a physician too, older than he, 

A Gallen Gallinaceus,® but he has lost his spurs ; 
He would be nibbling too. 

Pod. I mark’d the man, 

If he be a man. 

Tony. He has much ado to be so ; 

Searcloths and sirrups glew him close together, 

3 MepUstopUlus^ A familiar spirit attending upon Dr Faustus, 

r- -■ ■. SympsoTi'*' , 

^ Gall^-foistJ\ u e. Like a vessel dressed out and decorated. Tlic 
city- barge, which was used upon the Idrd- mayor's day, when be 
was sworn into his office at Westminster, used to be called the 

^ Svh pcena^s and post kaes ham Amended by Sympson. 

^ correctionio the text 

Is Mr Mason's* , 
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He would fall a-pieces else : Mending of she-pa- 
tients, 

And then trying whether they be right or no 
In his own person, (there’s the honest care on’t) 
Has mollified the man : If he do marry her, 

And come but to warm him well at Cupid’s bon- 
fire, 

He will bulge so subtilly and suddenly, 

You may snatch him up by parcels, like a sea- 
wreck. 

Will your worship go, and look upon the rest, sir, 
And hear what they can say for themselves ? 

Pod. I’ll follow thee. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Camimo, Mekaelo, Ceeanthes, 

Cam. You tell us wonders ! 

Cast. But I tell you truths ; 

They are both well. 

Men. Why are not we in arms then? 

And all the island given to know ’ 

Cast. Discreetly 

And privately it must be done ; ’twill miss else, 

^ And all tUe island gmen to hiam.'\ As the scene is throughout 
at Naples, this expression, if not a corruption, is a flagrant oytx~ 
sight.— . • 
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And prove our ruins. Most of the ngible citizens 
Know it by me, and stay the hour to'attend it. 
Prepare your hearts and friends, let theirs be right 
too, 

And keep about the king, to avoid suspicion. 
When you siiall hear the castle bell, take courage. 
And stand like men. Away ! tlie king is coming. 

l^Exeiuit all but Castuuccio. 

Enter FREDERrcrc and Sorano. 


What anger 


Fred. Now, captain 1 What have you done with 
your prisoner ? 

Cast. He is dead, sir, and his body flung i’ tlf 
sea. 

To feed the fishes ; ’twas your will, I take it ; 

I did it from a strong Commission, 

■ And stood -not ^M'eaiitalatew-v:J:K.:S:;yfS^^ - 

And I shall love you for your faith. 

Or sorrow did he Utter at his end? 

Car^#. ’Faith, little, sir, that I gave any ear to : 
He would have spoke, but I had no commission 
To argue with him, so I flung him off. 

His lady would have seen ; but I lock’d her up, 
For fear her woman’s tears should hinder us. 

- jPrei. ’Twas trusty still. I wonder, t»y Sorano, 
We hear not from the monastery: I believe 
They gave it notj or else it wrought not fully. 
Cast. Did you name the monastery ? 

Fred.' Yes, "l did, captain. ; ^ 

Cast. I saw the friar this mprning, and Lord Ru- 

Bitterly weeping, and wringing of their hands; 
And aill the holy men hung down their heads. 

<^r. ’Tis done, I’ll warrant you. 
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Fred. What answer hadst thou ? 

Cast. This in few words, sir : 

Your brother’s dead; this piorning he deceased. 

I was your servant, and I wept not, sir ; 

I knew ’twas for your good. 

Fred. It shall be for thine too, 

Captain ; indeed it shall. — Oh, my Sorano, 

Now we shall live ! 

Sor. Ay, now there’s none to trouble you. 

• Fred. Captain, bring out the woman ; and give 
way 

To any suitor that shall come to marry her, 

Of what degree soever. 

Cast. It shall be done, sir, [Exit Castruccio. 
Fred. Oh, let me have a lusty banquet after it; 
I will be high and merry ! 

Sor. There be some lords 
That I could counsel you to fling from court, sir; 
They pry into our actions. They are such 
The foolish people call their country’s honours, 
(Honest brave things) and style them with such 
titles, ' 

As if they were the patterns of the kingdom ; 
Which makes them prou4> and prone to lo^ ia- 
■ to us, ^ W: - 

And talk at random of our actions. 

They should be lovers, sir, of your commands, ^ 
And followers of your will, bridles and curbs 
To the hard-headed commons that malign us. 

Enter Camileo, Cleanthes, and Menallo, 

They come here to do honour to my sister. 

To laugh at your severity, and fright us : 

If they had power, what would these men do ! 
Do you hear, sir, how privily they whisper? 

Fred. I shall silence ’em, 
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And tlieir shames, . within -this wefc Sorano ; 

In the mean timCj have patience; 

So?'. How they leer,* ’ 

And look upon me as I were a monster ! 

And talk and jeer !— How I shall puli your plumes, 
lords, 

How I shall humble you within these two days! 
Your great names, nor your country, cannot save 
ye. 

Fred. Let in the suitors. — Yet submit, 111 par- 
don you. 

Fnier Evanthe, Latiyer, Physician, Captain, Cut- 
purse, aiul Toxr. 

You are half undone already ; do not wind 
My anger to that height, it may consume you., 
And utterly destroy thee, fair Evanthe ! 

Yet I have mercy. ; > 

Emn. Use it to youx bawds ; 

To me use cruelty, it best becomes you, 

And shews more kingly ! I contemn your mercy I 
It is a cozening and a bawdy mercy. 

Can any thing be hoped for, to relieve me.^ 

Or is it fit I thank you for a pity, 

When you have kill’d my lord.^ 

Fred. Who will have her ^ 

Emn. My tears are gone. 

My tears of love unto my dear Yalerio,' i 
But! have fiU’d mine eyes agaiii with aif|;a'j ' 
Ob, were it but so powerful to consume you ! 

My tongue with curses I have arnfd against you, 

S iJtey JEER J ,, • 

And look wpon me ml were a' monstey^ 

And talk and jekr.] have no doubt but jcei\ in the 
first place, is corrupt, and have therefore substituted leer: Leer 
and look; talk mdjeerr^^d. IJJS. 
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(With maiden curses, that heaven crowns with 
horrors) 

My heart set round with hate against thy tyranny, 
oil ! ’would my hands could hold the fire of hea- 
ven, 

Wrapt in the thunder that the gods revenge with, 
That like stern justice I might fling it on thee ! 
Thou art a king of monsters, not of men, 

And shortly thou wilt turn this land to devils ! 
•Fred. I’ll make you one first, and a wretched 
devil. — 

Come, who will have her ? 

Law. I, an’t like your majesty. I am a lawyer, 
I can make her a jointure of any man’s land in 

, ::::f -vN^ 

And she shall keep it too ; I have a trick for it, 
TonT/. Canst thou make her a jointure of thine 
* honesty, 

Or thy ability, thou lewd abridgment? 

Those are nonsuited and flung o’er the bar. 

P%. An’t please your majesty to give me leave, 
I dare accept her ; and though old I seem, lady, 
Like iEson, by my art I can renew 
Youth and ability, ''Vf-,!.-; , 'tv 
Tony. In a powdering-tub 
Stew thyself tender again, like a cock-chicken j 
The broth may be good, but the flesh is not-fit for 
dogs, sure. • 

Capt. Lady, take me, and I’ll maintain thin© 
‘honour : 

I am a poor captain, as poor people call me, 

Very poor people; for my soldiers, they 
Are quarter’d in the outsides of the city. 

Men of ability to make good a highway ; 

We have but two grand enemies that oppose us, 
The don Gout, and the gallows. 

Tony. I believe you ; , 

vot. VIII, a " 
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And both these you will bind her for a jointure. — 
Now, Signor Firk ! ® 

Cutpurse. Madam, take me, and be wise : 

I am rich and nimble, and those are rare in one man; 
Every man’s pocket is my treasury. 

And no man wears a suit but fits me neatly. 
Clothes you shall have, and wear the purest linen : 
I have a tribute out of every shop, lady. 

Meat you shall eat, (I have my caters' out too, 
The best and lustiest) and drink good wine, good 
lady, 

Good quickening wine, wine that will make you 
caper. 

And at the worst 

Tony. It is but capering short, sir. 

You seldom stay for agues or for surfeits ; 

A shaking fit of a whip sometimes o’ertakes ye. 
Marry, you die most commonly of choakings ; ^ 
Obstructions of the halter are your ends ever : 
Pray leave your horn and your knife for her to 
live on. ; * 

Emn. Poor wretched people, why do you wrong 
yourselves ? 

Though I fear’d death, I should fear you ten times 
more; 

You are every one a new death, and an odious ! 
The earth will purify corrupted bodies ; 

You’ll make us worse, and stink eternally. 

Go home, go home, and get good nurses for you ; 
Dream not of wives. 

Fred. You shall have one of ’em. 

If they dare venture for you. 

E'vcm. They are dead already, , 

Crawling diseases that must creep into 

JVrL] This word had', anciently a variety, of meanings^ The 
one ihtended here is to stehly to cut purses* 

* i. cater^rsi^The word occurs several times in these 

plays* ■ . 

. 'A 



Scene III.] A* WIFE FOR A MONTH. US 

The next grave they find open : Ate these fithus- 
bands 

For her you have loved, sir ? Though you hate me 
now, ■ 

And hate me mortally, as I hate you, 

Your nobleness, (in that you have done otherwise, 
And named Evanthe once as your poor mistress) 
Might offer worthier choice. 

, Fred. Speak, who dare take her 
For one month, and then die ? 

Phy. Die, sir ? 

Fred. Ay, die, sir ! 

That’s the condition. 

Phy. One month is too little 
For me to repent in Tor my former pleasure, 

[And] to go still on, unless I were sure she would 
kill me, 

And kill me delicately before my day.® 

Make it up a year ; for by that time I must die, 
My body will hold out no longer. 

Fred. No, sir; 

It must be but a month* 

Law. Then farewell, .madam! 

This’ is like tb be a great year of dissentioli ^ ■ 
Among good people, ^d I dare not lose it ; 

There will be money got* 
i Capt. Bless your good ladyship ! 

There’s nothing in the grave but bones and ashes ; 
In taverns there’s good wine, and excellent 
wenches. 

And surgeons while we live* 

One month is too little 

For me to repent in for mij former pleasure^ 

• To go still on, unless I were sure she wotd^ kill me^ Mason says 

tliis is nonsense, except we make the sentence imperfect, or read in 
the last line— go still on* I prefer retaining the word to, and 
prefix the conjunctive particle before the Ijae* I cannot, however, ^ 
suppress the suspicion that one or more lines are lost. 
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Cutpurse, Adieu, sweet lady ! - 

Lay me, when I am dead, near a rich alderman, 

I cannot pick his purse : No, I’ll no dying ; 
Though I steal linen. I’ll not steal my shrowd yet. 
All. Send you a happy match ! \E.veunt. 

Tony. And you all halters i 
You have deserved ’em richly. These do all vil- 
lainies. 

And mischiefs of all sorts, yet those they fear not: 
To flinch where a fair wench is at the stake ! 
Evan. Come, your sentence 1 let me die ! You 
see, sir. 

None of your valiant men dare venture on me ; 

A Month’s a dangerous thing. ^ — Will you then be 
willing 

3 A Months a dmgerous thingm 

Enter Valerio, disguised, ^ 

Free?. Away with her. 

Let her die instantly* 

Evan, Will you then hemUing, &c.] There certainly are some 
speeches wanting between Frederick’s order in the fourth line, anf! 
Evantlie^s question in the fifth ; the reader cannot hut perceive a 
want of connection here, and as such I have marked an kiatuSf 
which I fear we shall never he able to fill up. — Sympson. 

We much doubt whether, there are some speeches wanting** 
here, but believe that “ Frederick's order,** which occurs again 
very soon, should not be inserted in this place. It is plain, from 
the whole tenor of the scene, that he has given Evanthe the alier- 
native of the sentence of death and marriage, or submission to his 
will and pardon. The suitors having all refused to accept her, like 
Valerio, as a Wife for a Mouthy she calls on Frederick to pro- 
nounce sentence of death on her. He then, as may foe gathered 
from her answer, proposes himself to. her; and if (as is not impro- 
bable) the poet meant this proposal should be supposed to be made 
in a whisper, no speech is wanting- She then asks hira, if he will 
accept her on the terms allotted to other suitors ; and continuing 
her scorn, provokes him to condemn her, and cry out, 

Away with her ! Id her die instantly ! 

The entrance of Valerio immediately on those words confirms the 
above conjecture- Het certainly enters just as Evanthe is con- 
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To die at the time prefix’d ? That I must know 
too, 

And know it beyond doubt. 

Fred. What if I did, weneh ? 

Eva7i. On that condition, if I had it certain, 

I would be your any thing, and you should enjoy 
me. 

However in my nature I abhor you. 

Yet, as I live, I would be obedient to you : 

But when your time came, how I should rejoice! 
How then I should bestir myself to thank you ! 
To see your throat cut, how my heart would leap, 

I would die with you; but first I would so torture 
you. 

And cow you in your end, so despise you. 

For a weak and wretched coward, you must end 
•> sure! 

Still make you fear, and shake, despised, still laugh 
at you 

Fird. Away with her ! let her die instantly ! 

Enter VALEaio, disguised. 

Cam. Stay ; there’s another, and a gentleman ; 
His habit shews ho less. May be, his business 
Is for this lady’s love. 

demned, but certainly not till three speeches later than he has hi- 
therto' been introduced ; which makes it still more probable that 
the line should not have place till that moment. In the first in- 
stance, it destroys the connection of the dialogue, which is restored 
by the omission ; and in the second, it adds peculiar grace and force 
to the scene, by. making the entrance of Valerio arrest the execu- 
tion of sentence of death upon Evanthe. — Ed. iTfS. 

A similar corruption has evidently occurred here as the one no- 
ticed in a preceding note (Act iii. Sc. i.) the speeches between “ A 
Month’s a dangerous thing,” and “ Away with her ! let her die in- 
stantly !” having probably been crossed in the prompter’s copy, and 
restored in the folio, without- sufficient attention to accuracy. 
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JFVctf. Say why you come, sir. 

And what you are. 

Val. I am descended nobly, 

A prince by birth, and by my trade a soldier, 

A prince’s fellow ; Abydos brought me forth ; 

]\Iy parents, Duke Agenor and fair Egla ; 

My business hither, to renew my love 
With a young noble spirit, call’d Valerio : 

Our first acquaintance was at sea, in fight 
Against a Turkish man of war, a stout one, 
Where lion*like I saw him shew his valour, 

Andj as he had been made of complete virtue, 

Spirit, and fire, no dregs of dull earth in him 

Evan. Thou art a brave gentleman, and bravely 
speak’st him ! 

Val. The vessel dancing under him for joy, 

And the rough whistling winds becalm’d to view 

I saw the child of honour, for he was young, 

Deal such an alms amongst the spiteful pagans, 
(His towering sword flew like an eager falcon 
And round about his reach invade the Turks ; 

He had intrench’d himself in his dead quarries j 
The silver crescents on the tops they carried 
Shrunk in their heads to see his rage so bloody, 

^ Deal such an alms amongst the spit^ul Pagam^ 
jfiis towering sword flew like an eager falcon^ 

And round about his reach invade the Turks, 

He had intrenched MmselfJ] The construction of the verb in 
the second line is manifestly wrong, and an addition to the fourth 
is as manifestly wanting, I read whole so: 

Deal suck an alms amongst the spit^ul Pagans, 

His towering sword fly like an eager falcon. 

And round about his reach invade the Turks, 

Till he had intrenched himself in Us dead quarTks»-^Sympson» 

It is more in the style of pur authors, to preserve the connection 
by putting the second line in p. parenthesis. Mr Syinpson’s read- 
ingispiosaic.««Ed.:i77^^ ■ 
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And from his fury suffer’d sad eclipses j 
The game of death was never play’d more nobly ; 
The meagre thief grew wanton in his mischiefs. 
And his shrunk hollow eyes smiled on his ruins. 
Evan. Heaven keep this gentleman from being 
a suitor, 

For I shall ne’er deny him, he’s so noble ! 

Val. But what can last long? Strength and spirit 
-wasted. 

And fresh supplies flew on upon this gentleman ; 
Breathless and weary with oppression, 

And almost kill’d with killing, ’twas my chance 
(In a tall ship I had) to view the fight; 

I set into him, entertain’d the Turk, 

And for an hour gave him so hot a breakfast, 

He clapp’d all linen up he had to save him. 

And like a lover’s thought he fled our fury : 
There first I saw the man I loved, Valerio ; 

There was acquainted, there my soul grew to him, 
And his to me ; we were the twins of friendship. 
Evan. Fortune protect this man, or I shall ruin 
him ! 

Val. I made this, voyage to behold my friend, 
.To warm- ihy love anew at his affection 
But since I landed, I have heard his fate f 
My father’s had not been to me more cruel. 

I have lamented too, and yet I keep 
The treasure of a few tears, for you, lady ; 

For, by description, you were his Evanthe. 

Evan. Can he weep that’s a stranger to my story, 
And I stand still and look on ? Sir, I thank you ! 
If noble spirits after their departure 
Can know, and wish, certain his soul gives thanks 
too. , 

There are your tears again ; and when yours faii, 
.. sir, 
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Pray you call tome, I have some store to lend you. 
Your name? 

• y(iL Urbino. 

That I may remember. 

That little time I have to live, your friendships, 
My tongue shall study both, ® 

Fred. Do you come hither 
Only to Iteil this story, prince Urbino^ 

Fdl, My business now is, sir, to woo this lady.-, 
■Evan. Blessing defend you ! do you i^now the 
'danger? « 

Val. Yes, and I fear it not j danger’s my play- 
fellow; 

Since I was man, ’t has been ray best companion. — 
I know your doom ; ’tis for a month you give her. 
And then his life you take that marries her. 

’ Fred. ’Tis true ; nor can your being born a 
prince, * 

If you accept the offer, free you from it. 

Val. 1 not desire it ; 1 have cast the worst, 
And even that worst to me is many blessings. 

I loved my friend, not measured out by time, 

Nor hired by circumstance of place and honour; 
But for .his wealthy self and worth I loved him, 
His mind and noble mold he ever moved in; 

And woo his friend, because she was worthy of him, 
The only relic that he left behind, sir, 

To give his ashes honour.— r-Lady, me, 

And in me: keep Valerio’s love alive still. 

When I am gone, take those that shall succeed me : 
Heaven must want light, b^ore you want a hus- 
band, ‘ 

^ My tongue shall study hotkJ]^ e. Siiali talk of both* — Sympson^ 
The word is used in its usual sense, Evan the says, that, during 
therlittle time siie has to live, her tongue shall study both names 
(VakrioVand Urbino^s) in order that she may remember the friend*^ 
ship betwtfn thep, ./ 
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To raise up heirs of love aud noble memory, 

To your unfortunate . 

JEmn. Am I still hated ? 

Hast thou no end, oh, fate, of my affliction ? 

Was 1 ordain’d to be a common murdress? 

And of the best men too ? Good sir—^ — ' V 

Fal. Peace, svyeet ! 

Look on my hand; I J part. 

pdo accept the gentleman. — • 

I faint with joy ! 

Ft'ed. ' I stop it ! None shall have her ! 

Convey this stranger hence. • 

I ain no stranger ! [Throws off" kh disguise.] 
Hark to the bell that rings ! 

Hark, hark, prCud Frederick, that was king of mis- 
chief ! " 

• Hark, thou abhorr’d man ! dost thou hear thy sen- 
tence ? 

Does not this bell ring in thine ears thy ruin ? 
Fred What bell is this? 

Cam. The castle-bell. Stand sure, sir, 

And move not; if you do, you perish. 

J/en. It rings your knell !— — -Alphonso ! king 
' ■■-.tvv Alphonsod at-V fv. - 

A/Z. Alphonso ! king Alphonso 1 - ■ • 

Fred I am betray’d ! — . 

Lock fast the palace. 

Cam. We have all the keys, sir, 

And no door here shall shut without our licence. 
C/e; Do you shake now, lord Sorano ? no new 

Nor speedy poison to prevent this business? 

No bawdy meditation now to fly to ? 

* Fred Treason, treason, treason ! 

Cam. Yes, we hear you, , , 

And we have found the traitor in your shape, sir ; 
We’ll keep him fast too. * [They seize him. 
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Enter Aiphostso, Rugio, Makco, Castruccio, 
and Maria, with guards. 

Fred. Recover’d ! Then I am gone ; 

The sun of all my pomp is set and vanish’d. 

Jlph. Have you not forgot this face of mine, 
king Frederick ? 

Brother, I am come to see you, and havehrougbt 
A banquet, to be merry with your grace : 

{Shming the phial 

I pray sit down, I do beseech your majesty. 

And eat, eat freely, sir. Why do you start ? 

Have you no stomach to the meat I bring you ? 
Dare you not taste? have ye no antidotes? 

You need not fear ; Sorano’s a good apothecary. 
Methinks you look not well j some fresh urine for ■' 
him, I 

Some of the same he sent me" by Sorritjo 'm 
I thank you for’t, it saved my life, I am bound to 
you; 

But how ’twill work on you 1 hope your lord- 

ship 

Will pledge him too ; methinks you look but scur- 

And would be put into a better colour ; 

But I have a candied toad for your good lordshijj. 
Sor. ’Would I bad any thing that would dispatch 

So it were down, and I out. of this fear once ! 

Fred. Sir, thus low, as my duty now compels me, 

and Maria kneel. 

I do confess my unbounded sins, my errors. 

And feel within my .soul the smarts already. 

Hide not the noble nature of a brother, 

The pity of a friehiJ* from my afiiictions ; 

Let me a while lament my misefy, 
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And cast the load off of my wantonness, 

Before I find your fury ; then strike home ; 

(I do deserve the deepest blow of Justice) 

And then how willingly, oh, death. I’ll meet thee ! 
Alph. Rise, madam ; those sweet tears are po- 
tent speakers : — 

And, brother, live ; but in the monastery 
Where I lived, with the self-same silence too : 

I’ll teach you to be good against your will, bro- 
ther ! 

Your tongue has done much harm; that must be 
dumb now : 

The daily pilgrimage to my father’s tomb 
(Tears, signs, and groans, you shall wear out your 
days with, 

And true ones too) you shall perform, dear brother; 
Your diet shall be slender to enforce these ; 

Too light a penahce, sir ! 

Fred, I do confess it. 

Alph, Sorano, you shall 

Sor. How he studies for it ’ {^Aside. 

Hanging’s the least part of my penance, certain. 

AlphT WhSit lady’s that that kneels ^ > i - ■ 

Cast The chaste Evanth®. 

Alph. Sweet, your petition ? 

Evan, ’Tis for this- bad man, sir, 

Abominable bad, but yet my brother. 

Alph. The bad man shall attend as bad a master, 
And both shall be confined within the monastery : 
His rank flesh shall be pull’d with daily fasting ; 
But once a-week'he shall smell meat, he’ll surfeit 
else; : 

And his immodest mind compell’d to prayer; 

On the bare boards he shall liCi to remember 
The wantonness he did commit in^beds ; 
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And drink fair water ; that will ne’er enflame him : 
He saved my life, though he purposed to destroy 
me, 

For which I’ll save his, though I make it misera- 
ble.,— . ■ 

Madam, at court I shall desire your company ; 
You are wise and virtuous ; when you please to 
visit 

My brother Frederick, you shall have our ^li- 
cence. — 

My dear best friend Valerio! 

Val, Save Alphonso I 

All. Long live Alphonso, king of us, and Na- 
ples ! 

Alph. Is this the lady that the wonder goes on ? 
Honour’d sweet maid ! Here, take her, my Valerio; 
The king now gives her, she is thine own without 

Brother, have you so much provision that is good, 
Not season’d by Sorano and his cooks. 

That we may venture on with honest safety, 

We and our friends ? 

Fred. All that I have is yours, sir. 

Alph. Come then; let’s in, and end this nuptial; 
Then to our coronation with all speed ! — 

My virtuous maid, this day I’ll be your bride-man, 
And see you bedded to your own desires too. — 
Beshrew me, lords, who is not mierjy hates me I 
Only Sorano shall not bear my cup. 

Come, now forget old pains and injuries. 

As I must do, and drown all in fair healths : 

That kingdom's blessed, where the king begins 
His true love first, for there ail loves are twins. 

\_Exeunh 


EPILOGUE. 

We have your favours, gentlemen^ and you 
Have our endeavours (dear friends, grudge not now.) 
There^s none of you, but when you please can sell 
Many a lame horse, and many a fair tale tell ; 

Can put off many a maid unto a friend, 

That was not so since th' action at Mile-end 
Ours is a virgin yet, and they- that love 
Untainted flesh, we hope our friends will prove. 

1 — Since th’ action at Mile-end.] At Mile-end the train-bands were 
frequently exercised, and of course mock-fights were exhibited there. The 
action here referred to is perhaps the same with the one alluded to in 
Monsieur Thomas, (vol. VL p. 489) and the Knight of the Burning Pestle. 








KNIGHT OF MALTA. 




'fills tragi-comedy was drst printed in the folio collection of 
1647* It must have been produced before March, 16I S-IQ, whei*} 
the death of the great tragedian Burbadge, who performed one of 
the characters, took place. Gardiner ascribes it to Fletcher, but 
his testimony is not sufficient to establish the fact, and the peculiar 
difference between his versification and that of Beaumont, pointed 
out in the general introduction, strongly supports the claim of the 
latter to a share in this play. The first and last acts, in particular, 
exhibit so few of the double terminations which Fletcher is so fond 
of, that I should be inclined to ascribe them to his associate. 

* Though this play is not one of the most striking in these volumes, 
there are scenes in it which are of a very superior quality ; and 
the romantic cast of the whole makes it very attractive in the 
closet, though the rambling and inartificial nature of the plot per- 
haps renders it rather unfit for representation on the stage. There 
is less discrimination of character than in most of these dramas, 
with the exception of Mountferrat, and the jovial Danish cap- 
tain Norandine, a character very happily conceived, and in ge- 
neral well executed. Miranda was designed as an instance of a 
young novice for knighthood of strong passions, but possessing suf- 
ficient firmness to restrain, and fiinalJy to conquer them ; but the 
disappointment of his love foj: Oriana, and her being given to the 
valiant but antiquated Gomera, contrary to her own inclination, 
can hardly fail to excite our sympathy. The beauty of the poetry 
and of the versification are so very apparent, that they must strike 
every reader ; and must increase our regret that the poet did not 
bestow a little more labour on the mechanical construction of n 
plot, which all this beauty scarcely suffices to redeem. 
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KNIGHT OF MALTA. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

. Valetta. a Room in Mounteerrat’s House. 


Enter Mounteerrat. 

Mount. Dares she despise me thus ? me, that 
V . . , with spoil : 

And hazardous exploits, full sixteen years 
Have led (as hand-maids) Fortune, Victory, 
Whom the Maltezzi call my servitors ? 

Tempests I have subdued, and fought them calm, 
Out-lighten’d lightning in my chivalry, 

Rid (tame as patience) billows that kick’d Heaven, 
Whistled enraged Boreas ’till his gusts 
Were grown so gentle, that he seem’d to sigh, 
Because he could not shew the air my keel ; 

And yet I cannot conquer her bright eyes, 
Which, though they blaze, both comfort and in- 
. vite ; ■ ; . 

Neither by force, nor fraud, pass,through her ear, 
Whose guard is only blushing innocence. 
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To take the least possession of her heart. 

Did I attempt her with a thread-bare name, 
Un-napt* with meritorious actions. 

She might with colour disallow my suit : 

But, by the honour of this Christian cross, 

(In blood of infidels so often died, 

Which mine own soul and sword hath fixed here. 
And neither favour nor birth’s privilege) 

Oriana shall confess, (although she be " 

Valetta’s sister, our grand-master here) 

The wages of scorn’d love is baneful hate, 

And, if I rule not her, I’ll rule her fate. — ~ 

Enter Rocca. 

Rocca, my trusty seryant, welcome ! 

- ■■'JJeoca. Sir,;;t.„;>-,i-r,v . 

1 wish my news deserved it ! Hapless I, 

That, being loved and trusted, fail to bring 
The loving answer that you do expect. 

Mount/. Why speak’st thou from me ? * thy plea- 
sed eyes send forth 

Beams brighter than the star that ushers dayj 
Thy smiles restore sick expectation. 

Rocca. I bring you, sir, her smiles, not mine. 
Her smiles? 

Why, they-are presents for kings’ eldest sons t 
Great Solyman, that wearies his hot eyes 
But to peruse his deck’d seraglio, 

When from the number of his concubines 
He chuseth one for that night, in his pride 
Of them, wives, wealth, is not so rich as I 
In this one smile, from Oriana sent. 

* Un-napt,'] This means,. I suppose, unadorned, from the nap or 
villous substance of cljjth, 

* Why speak’st thm iToxa. me ] That is, with averted face. — Ma- 
son.' ' . . 
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Rocca. Sir, fare you well ! 

Mount/. Oh, Rocca ! thou art wise, 

And wouldst not have the torrent of my joy 
Ruin me headlong ! Aptly thou conceiv’st. 

If one reviving smile can raise me thus, 

What trances will the sweet words which thou 
bring’st , 

Cast me into. I felt, my dearest friend, 

(No more my servant) when I employ’d thee, 
Tliat knew’st to love and speak as lovers should, 
And carry faithfully thy master’s sighs, 

That it must work some heat in her cold heart; 
And all my labours now come fraughted home 
With ten-fold prize. 

■ Rocca. Will you yet hear me 
Mountf. Yes; 

But take heed, gentle Rocca, that thou dost 
Tenderly by degrees assault mine ears 
With her consent, now to embrace my love ; 

For thou well know’st I have been so plunged, so 
torn 

With her resolved rejection, and neglect,* 

That to report her soft acceptance now 
Will stupify sense in me, if hot kill.— . , 

Why shew’st thou thi§ distemper? ,> ; ' ; „ 

• ~" Roccd.> Draw your ^ 

And, when I with ray breath have blasted you, 
Kill me withiti ; ; ■ _ , ; ^ - 

I bring you smiles of pity, not affection, 

For such she sent. 

Mountf. Oh ! can she pity me? 

3 With her resolved reject and negkctJ] I have here adopted an 
alteration proposed by Mason, as there is a disagreeablejingle and 
a harshness of versification, which appears very unsuitable to the 
beauty and harmony of the metre in this whole scene. Besides' 
reject has never, I believe, been tket with as a substantive. 
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Of all the paths lead, to a woman’s love^ 

Pity’s the straightest. 

Rocca. Waken, sir, and know 
That her contempt (if you can name it so) 
Continues still ; she bids you throw your pearl 
Into strong streams, and hope to turn them so, 
Ere her to foul dishonour; write your plaints 
In rocks of coral grown above the sea ; 

Them hope to soften to compassion, 

Or change their modest blush to love-sick pale. 
Ere work her to your impious requests. 

All your loose thoughts she chides you home again, 
But with such calm behaviour, and mild looks, 
She gentlier denies than others grant, 

Por just as others love, so doth she hate. 

She says, that by your order you are bound 
Prom marrying ever, and much marvels then 
You would thus violate her, and your own faith. 
That being the virgin you should now^ protect. 
Hitherto, she professes, she has conceal’d 
Your lustful batteries ; but the next, she vows, 
(In open hall, before the honour’d cross. 

And her great brother) she will quite disclose. 
Calling for justice, to your utter shame. 

Mountf. Hence! find the Blackamoor that waits 
upon her. 

Bring her unto me ; she doth love me yet, 

And I must hi|r now, at least seem to do.— - 
Cupid, thy btands that glow thus in my x*eins, 

I will with blood extinguish I — Art not gone ? 

[Exit Rocca, 

Shall my desires, like beggars, wait at door, 
Whilst any other revel in her breast ? 

Sweat on, my spirits ! Know, thou trick’d-up toy, 
My love’s a violent flood, where thou art fall’n; 
Playing with which tide thou hadst been gently 
toss’d, , ■■ 
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But, crossing it, thou art o’erwhelm’d and lost. 

Enttr Astorius and Castriot, 

Cast . , Monsieur, good day ! 

Asto. Good morrow, valiant knight ! 

’VFhat, are you for this great solemnity 
This morn intended ? 

.Mountf. What solemnity ? 

Asto. The investing of the martial Spaniard, : 
Peter Gomera, with our Christian badge. 

Cast. And young Miranda, the Italian ; 

Both which, with vyond’rous prowess and great 

Have dared and done for Malta such high feats, ' 
That not one fort in it but rings their names 
• As loud as any man’s. 

Mount/. As any man’s ? 

Why, we have fought for Alalta. 

Asto. Yes, Mountferrat, - 

No bold knight ever past you ; but we wear 
.The dignity of Christians oh our breasts. 

And have a long time triumph’d for our conquests : 
These conquer’d a long time, not triumph’d yet. 
Mount/: Astorius,. you’re a most indulgent 
knight, 

Detracting from yourself, to add to others. 

You know this title is the period - 

To all our labours, the extremity 

Of that tall pyramid, where honour hangs ; 

Which we with sweat and agony have reach’d. 

And should not then so easily impart 

So bright a wreath to every cheap desert. ; 

. . Cast. [Aparf ^0 Astorius.] How is this French* 
man changed, Astorius 1 
Some sullen discontent possesses him, 
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That makes li'nn envy tvhat he heretofore 
Did most ingenuously but emulate. 

Moimtf. Oh, furious desire, how like a whirlwind 

[Aside. 

Thou hurriest me beyond mine honour’s point ! 
Out of my heart, base lust ! or, heart, I vow 
Those flames that heat me thus, I’ll burn thee in. 
Asto. Do you observe him ? 

Mount/. What news of the Dane ? 

That valiant Captain Norandine ? 

Cast. He fights still, 

In view o’th’town ; he plays the devil with ’em. 
And they, the Turks with him. 

Mount/. They are well met then ; 

’Twere sin to sever ’em. Pish — woman — memory, 
’Would one of ye would leave me ! [Aside. 

Asto. Six fresh gallies 
I in St Angelo from the promontory 
This morn descried, making a girdle for him ; 

But our great-master doth intend relief 
This present meeting- Will you walk along ? 
Mount/. Hum — I have read, ladies enjoy’d have 
* been [Aside. 

The gulphs of worthiest men, buried their names, 
Their former valour, bounty, beauty, virtue, 

And sent them stinking to untimely graves. 

I that cannot enjoy, by her disdain. 

Am like to f|dve as wretched. Woman then, 
Checking, or granting, is the grave of men. 

Asto. He’s saying of his prayers, sure. 

Cast. Will you go, sir ? 

Mount/. I cry you mercy ! -I am so transported 
(Your pardon, noble brothers) with a bnsiness 
That doth concern all Malta, that I am ; 
(Anon you’ll hear it) almost blind and deaf — 
Lust neither sees nor hears aught but itself. — 

' '.'i', •• : ■*' ■ [Aside. 


Sgene T.] the knight OF MALTA. Q65 

But I will follow instantly. \A cross is dropt.l Your* 
cross. 

Asto. Not mine. 

Cast. Nor mine; ’tis yours. 

Asto, Cast, Good morrow, brother. \E,veunL 
Mountf. White innocent sign, thou dost abhor 
to dwell 

So near the dim thoughts of this troubled breast, 
And grace these graceless projects of my heart'. 
Yet I must wear thee, to protect my crimes, 

If not for conscience, for hypocrisy; 

Some churchmen so wear cassocks. 

Enter Zanthia, aUds Abdelia. 

Oh, my Zanthia, 

My pearl, that scorns a stain ! I much repent 
All my neglects ; let me, Ixion-like, 

Embrace my black cloud, since my Juno is 
So wrathful, and averse : Thou art more soft 
And full of dalliance than the fairest flesh. 

And .far more loving. 

Zant. Ay, you say so now; 

But, like a property,- when I have served 
Your turns, you’ll cast me off, or hang me up 
For a sign somewhere. 

Mountf. May my life then forsake me. 

Or, from my expected bliss, be cast to hell 1 
Zant. My tongue, sir, cannot lisp to meet you so. 
Nor my black cheek put on a feigned blush, 

To make me seem more modest than I am. 

This ground-work will nol bear adulterate red. 
Nor artificial white, to cozen love. 

* These dark locks are not purchased, nor these 
teeth, 

* Of my expected bliss.} Corrected in 1679* 
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For every night they are iny bed-fellows ; 

No bath, no blanching water, smoothing oils. 
Doth mend me up ; and yet, Mountferrat, knoWj 
I am as full of pleasure in the touch 
As e’er a white-faced puppet of ’em all. 

Juicy, and firm ; unfledge them of their tires, 
Tlieir wires, their partlets,^ pins, and perriwigs, 
And they appear like bald-cootes,® in the nest : 

I can as blithely work in ray love’s bed,- 
And deck thy fair neck with these jett}^ chains, 
Sing thee asleep, being wearied ; and refresh’d, 
With the same organ, steal sleep off again. 

Mount/. Oh, my black swan, silkier than cyg- 
net’s plush,^ 

Sweeter than is the sweet of pomander,® 

Breath’d like curl’d Zephyrus, cooling lemon-trees, 
Straight as young pines, or cedars in the grove 1 
Quickly descend, ioyers’ best canopy, 

Still Night, for Zanthia doth enamour me 
Beyond all continence ! Perpetrate, dear wench, 
What thou hast promised, and I vow, by Heaven, 
Malta I’ll leave : in it my honours here ; 

And in some other countrv, Zanthia make 
My wife, and my best fortune. 

5 FarfhtsJl A partkf^ in some counties, still means a luff. So 
in Jasper Haywood’s Four B’s : 

For so$h* women have many kttes^ 

And they be masked in many nettes ; 

As frontlettes, fyllettes, purtkites^ and bracelettes/^ 

Bald-cootes,'} A coot is a species of small waterfowl in the 
fenny counties. a ■ ' ' ' 

^ Silkner thm cygneFs So first folio. The second and 

the modern copies read sleeker^ 

a ^ before observed, that this \ms 
a composition of many spices and other ingredients, supposed to 
be a preservati?e against the plagtie. See The W-oman's Fri^e* 
yol V. p» ^ . 
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Zanf. From this hope, 

Here is an answer to that letter, which 
I lately show’d you, sent from Tripoly, 

By the great bash^, which impprtunes her 
Love unto him, and treachery to the island ; 
Which will she undertake, by Mahomet 
The Turk there vows, on his blest Alcoran, 
Marriage unto her : This the Master knows. 

But is resolved of her integrity, 

As well he may, sweet lady; yet, for love, 

For love of thee, Mountferrat, (oh ! what chains 
Of deity, or duty, can hold love ?) 

I have this answer fraroecl, so like her hand 
As. if it had been moulded off, returning 
The basha’s letter safe into her pocket. 

What you ^yill do with it, yourself best knows. 

» Farewell ! keep my true heart, keep true your vows. 
Mount/. Till I be dust, my Zanthia, be confirm’d. 
Sparrows, and doves, sit coupling ’twixt thy lips. — 

{Exit Zanthia. 

It is not love, but strong libidinous will 
That triumphs o’er me ; and to satiate that. 

What difference ’twixt this Moor, and her fair dame? 
Night makes their hues alike, their use is so ; 
Whose hand’s so subtle he can colours name. 

If he do wink, and touch ’em ? Lust, being blind. 
Never in women did distinction find. {Exit, 


‘ids THE KNIGHT OF MALTA. [Act I 


SCENE IL» 


A Room in the Grand-masters Falctce. 


Enter two Gentlewomen. 

1 Gent. Buti’faith dost thou think my lady was 
sever in love? 

S Gent. I rather think she was ever in love ; in 
perfect charity/ I mean, with all the world. 

1 Gent. A most Christian answer, I promise you. 
But I mean in love with a man. 

2 Gent. With a man? what else? wouldsthave 
her in love with a beast ? ; 

1 Gent. You are somewhat quickV but if she 
were, it were no precedent ; did you never read 
of Europa the fair, that leapt a bull, that leapt the 
sea, that swam to land, and then leapt her ? 

2 Gent. Oh, heavens ! a bull ? 

1 Gent. Yes, a white bull. 

2 Gent. Lord ! hdw could she sit him ? Where 
did she hold ?. 

The reader will no doubt be surprised to learn, that this scene 
is lortured into verse by the modern editors. Of course the lines 
vary from six to fifteen syllables* 

" 2 Gent. J rather think ^ke pas ei'er in love^ in perfect charity ^ 
] Gent. I mean^ 'wUk dU the world. 

, 2 Gent. J most Christim answer^ I promise you; but^ 

^ , 2 GenU Witb^a man ‘Corrected in J 7 50. ' 
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1 Gent. Why, by the horn ; since which time, 
no woman almost is contented till she have a horn 
of her own to hold by. 

% Gent. Thou art very knavish. 

1 Gent. And thou very foolish. — But, sirrah,* 
why dost not thou marry ? 

2 Gent. Because I would be no man s looking- 
glass. 

, 1 Gejit: As how ? 

2 Gent. As thus ; there is no wife (if she be good 
and true, will honour and obey) but must reflect the 
true countenance of her husband upon him : if he 
look sad upon her, she must not look merrily upon 
him : if he look merrily, she must not sorrowfully ; 
else she is a falseglass, and fit for nothing but break- 
ing : his anger must be her discontent,' his plea- 
sure her delight : if he weep, she must cry ; if he 
laugh, she must shew lier teeth ; if he be sick, she 
must not be in health ; if he eat caudles, she must 
eat pottage ; she must liave no proper passion of 
her own ! — And is not this a tyranny ? 

1 Gent. Yes, i’faitb ! marriage may well be call- 
ed a yoke ! wives then are but like superficial lines 
in geometry that have no proper motion of their 
own, but as their bodies', (their husbands) move. 
Yet I know some wfives, that' are never freely 
merry, nor truly pleased, but when they are far- 
thest off their husbands. 

2 Gent. That’s because the moon governs ’em ; 

which hath most light and shines brightest, the 
more remote it is from the sun ; and contrary, is 
more sullen, dim, and shews least splendour, when 
it is nearest. . . 

■ » Sm-oA.] This was anciently a term of einlearment, and 

was applied to women as well as men. 
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1 Gent. But if I were to marry, I would marry 
a fair effeminate fool. 

%Gent. Why? ’ ' _ 

1 Gent. Because I would lead the blind whither 
I list. 

Q Gent. And I the wisest man I could get for 
money, because I had rather follow the clear- 
sighted : — Bless me from a husband that sails by 
his wife’s compass ! - , 

• 1 Gent. Why ? 

2 Gent. Why, ’tis ten to one but she breaks his 
head inher youth ; and, when she is old, she’ll never 
leave till she has broke his back too ! 

1 Gent. But what scurvy knights have we here 
in MaitaA that when they are dubb’d take their 
oath of allegiance to live poor, and chastely, ever 

2 jGen?. Taith, inany knights in other nations 
(I have heard) are as poor as ours ; marry, where 
one of ’em has taken the oath of chastity, we 
want a new Columbus to find out, 

3 BroJie his haeJe too — 

But what scurvy knight have you here in Malta, 

Enter Zanthia* 

Zan. Bisf^tvcnches : my lady calls, slices entering 
The terrace^ to see the show* 

1 Gent. Oh blachpudding* 

2 Gent, My little labour in vain* 

I Gent. But what scurvy knights have we here in Malta, thafp 
&c,] This confusion and repetition appear in ail the editions but 
the present. We apprehend there can be no doubt but Zanthia^'s 
entry, and the five following lines, should be removed to the con- 
clusion of the scene, which hitherto ended with the words, Colum-^ 
bus tofmd out* The {with the senseless variation of the words) ' 
induces us to think, that the firsi occurrence of the reiterated line 
was meant as a direction fof the performer to pass on to that pa£« 
sage,, beginning, But wliatjcurvy^ &c*-*-Ed. 1778# 
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Zanthia. 

Zant. Hist, wenches ! my, lady calls; she’s enter- 
ing the terrace to see the show. 

1 Gmt. Oh, black-pudding ! 

2 Gent. My little labour in vain [^Exemvt^ 


SCENE III. 


A Hall in the sained with a Gallery. 


Enter above, Oriana, Zanthia, and two Gentle- 
women ; beneath, Vaietta taking the Chair of 
State; Mountferrat, Astorius, Castriot, 
Gomera, Miranda, Attendants of Knights, %c„ 

Mountf. Are you there, lady ? 

Ori. Thou art a naughty man ; : , . . 

Zal. Our great meeting, princely brothers^ 

Ye holy soldiers of the Christian-Cross, 

Is to relieve our captain Norandine, 

Now fighting for Valetta with the Turk 

^ Utile labour in vain,} Alluding to the vulgar saying, that 
they labour in vain who attempt to wash a blaek-a-moor white,—" 
Mason^ 

^ ^ Mov) Jigliting hi Valetta,'} Sympson asks, But was No« 
randinethen lighting only for the grand-master?"' Answering him- 
self in the negative, he supposes a corruption, and reads, fighting 
^FOEE Vaktt(u We see no need for variation, the sense heiugy 
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A valiant gentleman, a noble Dane 
As e’er the country bred, endanger’d now 
By fresli supply of bead-bound infidels.® 

Much means, much blood this warlike Dane hath, 
spent 

To advance our flag above their horned moons. 
And oft hath brought in profitable conquest : 

We must not see him perish in our view. 

How far off fight they ? 

. Mir, Sir, within a league. 

Val. ’Tis well. Our next occasion of conventing 
Are these two gentlemen, standing in your sight ; 
(Ye noble props of Malta!) royally 
Descended are they both, valiant as War, 
Mirai’da, and Gomera : Full ten years 
They have served this island, perfected exploits 
Matchless, and infinite ; they are honest, wise. 
Not empty of one ornament of man. 

Most eminent agents were they in that slaughter, 
That great marvellous slaughter of the Turks, 
Before St Elme, where five-and- twenty thousand 
Fell, for five thousand of our Christians. 

These ripe considerations moving us, 

Having had your allowance on their worths,* 
Here we would call ’em to our brotherhood ! 

If any therefore can their manners tax, 

Their faith, their chastity, any part of life, 

Let ’em speak now. 

tliat lie is figbtiiig/or Valetta, upon the safety of wliicli town tlieir 
ownsecuritydepends.*— Ed, 3778 

Mr Mason insists upon the propriety of Sympson^s variatloiij, 
because the town could not be endangered by the Turkish force 
combated by Norandine, But surely that commentator might 
have known, tliat soldiers may fight, for their country without its 
being in immediate danger of: being conquered. 

^ Mead-bound*2- h Tufhm*d^ as in Othello^^^T/ieaba/rl 
worthier*' Corrected in 1679* 
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^sfo, 'None does. 

All. None can, Great-master. 

Fal. The dignity then dignify, by them, 

As their reward. Tender Miranda first 
(Because he is to succour Norandine) 

Our sacred robe of knighthood, our white cross, 
(The holy cognizance of hini we serve,) • 

The sword, the spurs. 

Mir. G.rave, and most honour’d Master, 

With humble duty, and my soul’s best thanks 
To you, and all this famous conventicle, 

Let me with modesty refuse acceptance 
Of this high order ! I, alas ! am yet 
Unworthy, and uncapable of such honout ; 

That merit, which with favour you enlarge, 

Is far, far short, of this proposed reward. 

Who takes. upon him such a charge as this. 

Must come with pure thoughts, and a gather’d 
mind,’’ 

That time nor all occasions ever may 
After disperse, or stain. Did this title here 
Of knighthood, ask no other ornaments 
Than o'ther countries’ glittering show, poor pride, 
A jingling spur, a feather, a white hand, 

A frizzled hair, powder’d,* perfumes, and lust, 
Drinking sweet wines, surfeits, and ignorance, 
Rashly and easily should I venture on’t ; 

But this requires another kind of man. 

9 a gather’d mind.] Gathered means here collected.— 

Maso7u. 

’ A frizzled Iiciir, powder’d, petfumes^ Seward roads 

with me thus, 

. A frizzled powder ^ perfumes^ Sic, — Bpmpsoii, 

Tiiere is no occasion to alter, as the pointing ot the old text 
proves its propriety. Powdered means being powdered^ a coni“ 
tnon ellipsis in old plays* - ^ 
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III 

iil 
1 ■- 


Mountf. A staid and mature judgment ! speak 
on, sir. 

Mir. May it please you then to allow me some 
small time 

To rectify myself for that high seat, 

Or give my reasons to the contrary. 

I’ tif mean space, to dismiss me to the aid 
Of Norandine : My ships ride in the bay 
Ready to disembogue, tackled and manu’d 
Even to my wishes. 

Mountf. His request ....... 

Is fair and honest. 

Val. At your pleasure go. 

Mir. I humbly take my leave of all : Of you, 
My noble friend Alountferrat ! Gracious mistress — 
Oh, that auspicious smile doth arm 3mur soldier ! 
Who fights for those eyes, and this sacred cross. 
Can neitlier meet sad accident, nor loss '. 

On. The mighty master of that livery. 
Conduct thee safely to these eyes again ! 

Si 

Mountf. Blows the wind that way ? 

Val. Equally beloved. 

Equally meriting, Gomera, you 
Without excuse receive that dignity, 

Which our provincial chapter hath decreed you. 

Gom. Great-master of Jerusalem’s Hospital, 
From whence to Rhodes this blest fraternity 
Was driven, but now among the Maltese stands. 
Long may it flourish, whilst Gomera serves it. 
But dares not enter further ! 

::.^/4 :This is strange.;|fc;_J|0y ' 

Val. What do you object ? 

Gom. Nothing against it, butmyself, fairknightsj 
I may not wear this robe. 

any hid, sin gore your conscience ? 
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Asfo. Are you unstedfast in religion ? 

Cast. Or do you intend to forsake Malta now, 
And visit your own country, fruitful Spain ? 

Gom. Never, good sir.® 

Val, Then explicate your thoughts. 

Gom. This then : I should be perjured to re- 
ceive it. 

Once in Malta, your next city here, 

When I was younger, read I the decrees 
Touching this point, being ambitious then 
To approach it once. None but a gentleman . 

Can be admitted 

Val. That’s no obstacle • 

In you. ' ' ■' 

Gom. I should be sorry that were it. — 

No married man 

Mountf. You never felt that yoke. 

Gom. None that hath been contracted 

Cast. Were you ever? 

Gom. Nor married, nor contracted. — None that 
■ ever 

Hath vow’d his love to any womankind. 

Or finds that -secret fire within his thoughts : 
Here I am cast ; this article my heart v.j,; > , 
Objects against the title ef my fame ; • . 

I am in love.— Laugh not ! though Time hath set 
Some wrinkles in this face, and these curl’d locks 
Will shortly dye into another hue, 

Yet, yet I am in love : (Tfaith, you smile !) 

What age, what sex, or what profession, 

^ Never, good Seward proposes to substitute neither for 
fievc}\ which the last editors insert, though Sympson had retained 
tlie, old and correct reading. Mason ^operly observes, that if Cas* 
triot had asked Gomera whether he meant to forsake Malta or to 
visit Spain, the word neither would have been preferable ; but as 
the question is not put in the disjunctive^ the word?2e^er is prefer^ 
able. . "■ ; ■ ' 
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Divine or liuman ; from tlie man that cries 
For alms in the highway, to him that sings 
At the higli altar, and doth sacrifice, 

Can truly say he knows not what is love ? 

FaL ’Tis honestly profess’d. With whom, Go- 
me ra r 

Name the lady, that with all advantage 
We may advance your suit. 

. Gom. But will you, sir ? 

Fa/. Now by our holy rock ! were it our sister, 
Spaniard, I hold thee worthy; freely name her. 

Gom. Be master of your word : It is she, sir, 
Tlie matchless Oriana. 

Val. Come down, lady. 

You have made her blush : Let her consent, I will 
Make good my oath. 

Mount/. [Aside^l Is’tso? — Stay! I tlo love 
So tenderly, Gomera, your bright fame,^ 

As not to suffer your perdition. 

Gom. What means Mountferrat? 

Mount/. This whole Auberge hath'^^r— 

5 Fc; 2 «r flame.] Corrected in 1750. 

^ AubcrgeJl In the Anciens et Nouveaux Statuts de IJOrdrc (k 
Saint Jean de Jenisakni^ the word Auberge frequently occurs ; and j 
in the chapter De la Signljlcation des Terrnes^ is thus explained : 

Auberge est urt 7iom connu des Francois, des Espagmis^ 4' 
Itaiiem, pour signijier un lieiiy ou Von 7nang€^ 4* asmnbk 

Natmi pay' Nat ion Vertot’s Ilisioire de ChtDulkrs de Maltke, 

tome vL p. 266 , Edit Parisj I76l. — Ed* 1778. 

The word auberge is French, and signihes an inn. The knights 
of Malta were originally knights Hospitallers, or of St John of Je- 
russlem, whose duty it was to receive and protect all persons tra- 
velling to the Holy Land. Each fraternity of these knights was 
called in Latin hospiiimi; utbergo in Italian ; auberge in French ; 
and inns in England, j.tho wo|ls in these respective languages bear- 
ing the same imporL, .-.The tivo most ancient of our inns of court, 
the Inner and Middle Temple, . were formerly possessed by 
knights. Templar, from-, whom the knights of , Malta were derived,. 

“ iTfie Free Masons stiircalf their fraternities Ioclges.'--J'jr/i,vc>?i, 
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(A guard upon this lady ! Wonder not !) 

Enter Guard. 

Ta’en public notice of the basha’s love 
Of Tripoli unto her, and consented 
She should return this answer, (as he writ 
For her conversion, and betraying Malta) 

She should advise him betray Tri poly. 

And, turning Christian, he should marry her. ■ 

\Sho'wing a letter. 

All. All this was so. 

Mount/. How weakly does this court then 
Send vessels forth to sea, to guard the land, 
Taking such special care to save one bark, 

Or strive to add famed men unto our cloak, 

When they lurk in our bosoms would subvert 
This state and us, presuming on their blood. 

And partial indulgence to their sex ? 

VuL \¥ho can this be ? 

Mount/. Your sister, great Valetta ! 

Which thus I prove : Demand the basha's letter. 
Ori. ’Tisherei nor from this pocket hath been 
^:viAA>moved^^r; 

Nor answer’d, nor perused, by — ^ • 

Mount/. Do not swear ; 

Cast not away your fair soul ; to your treason 
Add not foul perjury ! — Is this your hand? 

On. ’Tis very like it. 

Mount/. May it please the Master, 

Confer these letters, and then read her answer, 
Which I have intercepted. Fardon me, 

Reverend Valetta, that am made the means 
To punish this most beauteous treachery, 

Even in your sister, since in it I save 

Malta from ruin : I am bolder in’t, . : 

Because it is so palpable, and*withal , 
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Know our Great-master to this country firm 
As was the lioman Marcus, who spared not 
As dear a sister in the public cause. 

VaL I am amazed ! attend me. 

[Reads.] Let your forces by the next eccn be ready ^ 
my brother feasts then ; put in at St Michaels ; the 
ascent at that port is easiest ; the keys of the castle 
you shall receive at rny hands. That pos.'-essed, you 
are lord of Malta., and may soon destroy all by Jrrcy 
than which I am hotter., till I embrace you. Fare- 
well ! Four wife, Oriana. 

From this time let me never read again ! 

Gentlew. ’Tis certain, her hand. 

Val. This letter too, 

So close kept by herself, could not be answer’d 
To every period thus, but by herself. 

Ori. Sir, hear me ! 

Val. peace ! thou fair sweet hank of flowers, 
Under whose beauty scorpions lie, and kill ! 

Wert thou akin to me in some new name 
Dearer than sister, mother, or all blood, 

I would not hear thee speak. — Bear her to prison! 
So gross is this, it needs no, formal course. 
Prepare thyself ; to-morrow thou shalt die. 

Ori. I die a martyr then, and a poor maid. 
Almost, i’faith, as innocent as born ! — 

Thou know’st thou art wicked, Frenchman ; Hea- 
ven forgive thee ! " ‘ , , [Exit. 

All. This scene is strangely turned. 

Val. Yet can nature be . [Aside. 

So dead in me ? I would my charge were off ! 
Mountferrat should perceive my sister had 
A brother, would not live to see her die 
Unfought for, since the . statutes of our state 
Allow, in case of accusations, 

A champion to defend a lady’s truth.-— 

Peter Gomerai thoti -hast lost thy wife ; 
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Deatli pleads a precontract. 

Gom. I have lost my tongue, 

My sense, my heart, and every faculty ! — 
Mountferrat, go not up ! With reverence 
To our Great-master, and this consistory 
(I have consider’d it, it cannot be) 

Thou art a villain and a forger, 

A blood-sucker of innocence, an hypocrite, 

A most unworthy wearer of our cross ■, 

To make which good, take, if thou darest, that 
gage, [T^roze,’s dmn his glove. 

And ai*m’d at all points like a gentleman, 

Meet me to-morrow morning, where the Master 
And this fraternity shall design ; ^ where I 
Will cram this slander back into thy throat. 

And with my sword’s point thrust it to thy h 
The very nest where lust and slander breed. ® ‘ ’ 
(Pardon my passion !) I will tear those spurs 
Off from thy heels, and stick ’em in thy front, 

As a mark’d villain ! 

Mountf. \ApartI\ This I look’d not for.-— 

Ten times more villain, I return my gage, 

And crave the law of arfns ! 

Gom. ’Tis" that I crave ! , : 

All. It cannot be denied^ 

Gom. Do not I know. 

With thousand gifts and importunacies, 

Thou often hast solicited this lady ? 

(Contrary to thy oath of chastity 1 ) 

Who ne’er disclosing this thy hpt-rein’d lust,® 
Yet tender to prevent a public scandal. 

That Christendom might justly have imposed 

^ And tlm fraternity shall design*] This word has its original 
signification to appoint or decree^ in Latin, from whence 

designator, an herald. — Seward^ 

^ Thp hot reignM Seward proposes reading, Tty not reigned 
lust. The variation is from Syropson's conjee in re*— Ed. if/S, 
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Upon tliis holy institution, 

Thou now hast drawn this practice ’gainst her life, 
To quit’ her charity. ' 

Mountf. Spaniard, thou liest ! 

Asto. No more, Gomera ! thou art granted com- 
bat. 

And you, Mountferrat, must prepare against 
To-morrow morning, in the valley here, 
Adjoining to St George’s Port. A lady,' 

In case of life, ’gainst whom one witness comes, 
May have her champion. 

Val And who hath most right, 

With, or against our sister, speed in fight ! 

[Flourish. Exeunt all hit Mountferrat. 

Enter Rocca. 

Mountf. Rocca; the first news of Miranda’s ser- 
vice 

Eet ^ me have: noticerqfi:- 

liocca. You shall. The Moor , ■ , , . 

Waits you without. 

Mountf. Admit her. — Ha, ha, ha i 
Oh, how my fancies run at tilt ! Gomera 
Loves Oriana ; she, as I should guess, 

Affects Miranda ; these are two dear friends, 

As firm, and full of fire, as steel and flint. 

To make ’em so now, one against the other — 

Enter Zanthia, 

Stay ; let me like it better,®^ — Zanthia, 


^ To quit.} That is, quite, requite, recompense. 

® Sta$, kt me Vike it better.2 That is, let me grow still more 
enamoured of my design.* Sympson silently and grossly, but cer- 
tainly with sbme plausibility, reads, Let me lid it better. 
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First tell me this; did Don Gomera use 
To give his visits to your mistress ? 

Zant. Yes, 

And Miranda too, but severally. 

Mount/. Which did she most apply to ? 

Zant. ’Faith, to neither : 

Yet infinitely I have heard her praise them both, 
And in that manner, that, were both one man, 

I think sh'e was in love with’t. 

Mount/. Zanthia, 

Another letter you must frame for me 
Instantly, in your lady’s character, 

To such a purpose as I’ll tell thee straight. 

Go in, and stay me ! Go, my tinder-box ! 

Cross lines I’ll cross, • {Exit Zaethia. 

So, so ! my after-game 
I must play better : Woman, I will spread 
My vengeance over Malta, for thy sake ! 
Spaniard, Italian, like my steel and stone, 

I’ll knock ye thus together, wear ye out 
To light ray dark deeds, whilst I seem precise, 
And wink, to save the sparkles from mine eyes. 


■■ C ■ ■ 
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ACT IT. SCENE L 


The Harbour. A Sea-Jight within, Alarm, ■ 


Mnter Norandine wounded, Miranda, Soldiers, 
; Gentlemen, and Sailors. 

How is it,, 

ll/ : ' 

' Though there be many, there’s none dangerous. 

Nor. I know not, nor I care not much j 1 got ’em 
Like a too-forward fool ; but 1 hope the surgeons 
Will take an order I shall not leave ’em so. 

K I make the rogues more work than all the island. 
And yet they give me the hardest words for ray 
money. 

Mb'. I am glad ye are so sprightly ! Ye fought 
bravely, 

(Go call the surgeons, soldiers !) \Eo:eunt Soldiers.] 
wondrous nobly ; 

Upon my life, I have not seen such valour, 
Maintain’d so long, and to so large a ruin, 

The odds so strong against ye. 

T thank ye, 

And thank ye for youf help, your timely succour 1 
By th’ mass, it camei’ th’ nick, sir, and well handled, 
Stbutly, and strotTgly handled; we had duck’d else; 
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My Turk had turk’d me else : But he has well paid 
for’t. 

Why, what a sign for an almanack he has made me ! 
Enter Astorius. 

Asto. I am glad to find you here, sir, of necessity 
I must have come aboard else, ilnd, brave captain, 
We all joy- much in your fair victory. 

And all the island speaks your valour nobly. 
Have you brought the Turk in that you took? 
Mir. He rides there. 

Nor. If he were out again, the devil should bring 

him ; '' " ''V 

He has truly circumcised me.^ <^ , / ' 

Asto. I have a business {To Miranda. 

• Which much concerns you, presently concerns you ; 
But not this place nor people : Pray ye draw off, sir ! 

For ’tis of that weight to you 

Mir. ril wait on you. — 

I must crave leave awhile : my care dwells with 

you» 

And I must wait myselfr-- — 

Nor.-' ydur.servautivsiri, 

Mir. Believe I shall, and what my love can mi- 
nister — 

Keep your stout heart still 

Nor. That’s my best physician ! 

Mir. And I shall keep your fame fair. 

Nor. You are too noble. 

{^Exeunt Miranda and Astorius, 
A braye young fellow, of a matchless spirit ! 

He brought me olf like thunder, charged and 
• boarded, 

As if he had been shot to save mine honour : 

And when my fainting men, tired with their labour 
And lack of blood, gave to the Turk assurance 
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The day was his ; when I was cut in shreds thus, 
And not a corn of powder left to bless us ; 

Then flew his sword in, then his cannon roar’d, 
And let fly blood and death, in storms amongst ’em. 
Then might I hear their sleepy prophet howl too 
And all their silver crescents then I saw 
Like falling meteors spent, and set for ever 
Under the cross of Malta ; Death so wanton 
I never look’d upon, so full of revel, — ■ 

Enter Surgeon, and Soldiers. 

I will not be dress’d yet. — Methought that fellow 
Was fit for no conversation, nor no Christian, 
That had not half his brains knock’d out, no sol- 
dier. 

;.Oh, valiant young man, how I love thy virtue ! 

1 Sold: Pray you, sir, be dress’d ! alas ! you bleed 
apace yet. 

Nor. ’Tis but the sweat of honour. Alas ! thou 
milksop, 

Thou man of marchpane,^ canst thou fear to see 
A few light hurts, that blush they are no bigger? 
A few small scratches ? Get ye a caudle, sirrah, 
(Your finger aches) and let the old wives watch 
thee ! 

Bring in the booty, and the prisoners : 

By Heaven, I’ll see ’em, and dispose ’em first. 
Before I have a drop of blood wiped from me ! go. 
Surg. You’ll faint, sir. [E^veunt Soldiers. 

Nor. No, you lie, sir, like an ass, sir ! 

I have no such pig’s heart in my belly.’ 

Surg, By my life, captain, , , 

9 Thou man ^marchpane.] See vol. II. p. llf>, 456. 

* I ha'oe no suci pi^ hvitt in my helly.'J The correction is from 
Sympwp's conJecture.—Ed. 1778. 
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These hurts are not to be jested with. 

Nor. If thou hadst ’em ; 

They are my companions, fool, my family ; 

I cannot eat nor sleep without their company. 
Dost take me for Saint Davy, that fell dead 
With seeing of his nose bleed ? 

Enter Soldiers with booty, 

'Surgi Here they come, sir : • _ 

But ’would you would be dress’d ! 

Nor. Pox, dress thyself first K 
Thou faint’st a great deal faster. What’s all this ? 
1 Sold. The money and the merchandize ye 
took, sir. 

Nor. A goodly purchase ! Is’t for this we ven- 
ture 

Our liberties and lives? What can all this do ? 
Get me some dozen surfeits, some seven fresh 
whores,* 

And twenty pot-allies, and then I am virtuous. 
Lay the knights’ part by, and that to pay the sol- 
dier : 

’ Get me some seven fresh, whores. 

And twenty pot-allies, and then I am virtuous.l The oldest 
copy reads thus. 

And twenty pot-allies and to : and then, &c. 

Which would induce one to think the original might run so, 

And tweiliy pot-allies, and two. 

Two is often mistakenly wrote too in the oldest edition, and possi- 
bly might have been so hexe—Sympson. 

The meaning of the whole passage, we think, is this : “ What 
can all this money do ? Get me surfeits, whores, and a score of 
pot-companions to cry me up !” And to, we think, is corrupt, but 
not explain’d properly by Sympson, — Ed. If 78. 

It is probable that the editors of the second folio had some au- 
thority for the omission of these two words. 

** ■■ ■ - ■ , ' , ■ ^ 
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Come ; now look to me, and grope me like a cham- 
bermaid ; 

I’ll neither start nor squeak. — What’s that i'th’ 
truss there? 

2 Sold. ’Tis cloth of tissue, sir ; and this is scar- 
let. 

dVbr. I shall look redder shortly then, I fear me. 
And as a captain ought, a great deal prouder. 

Can ye cure me of that crack, surgeon ? 

. Surg. Yes, when your suit’s at pawn, sir. 

Nor. There’s for your plaister. 

A very learned surgeon I— What’s in that pack 
there? 

1 Sold. ’Tis English cloth. 

Nor. That’s a good wear indeed, 

Both strong and rich ; but it has a virtue, 

A twang of the own country, that spoils all ; 

A man shall ne’er be , sober in’t. Where are the 
gentlemen 

That ventured with me both their lives and for- 
tunes ? . . 

Come forward, my fair spirits! Norandifiei 
Forgets his worth, when he forgets your valours. 
You have lost an eye ; I saw you face all hazards ; 
You have one left yet, to chuse your mistress. 

You hax'e your leg broke with a shot; yet, sitting, 

I saw you make the place good with your pike still. 
And your hand’s gone ; a good heart wants no in- 
,, struments. 

Share that amongst ye : There's an eye ; an arm ; 
And that will bear you up, when your legs can-' 
not. . 

Oh, where’s the honest saildr'? that poor fellow, 
Indeed that bold brave fellow, that with his mus- . 
quet 

Taught them new ways how to put their caps off. 
That stood the fire pf all the fight, twice, blown, 
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And twiee I gave him drown’d?— Welcome ashore, 
knave ! 

Give me thy hand, if they be not both lost. 
Faith, thou art welcome ! my tough knayc^ wel- 
, comel:;' : y"""' 

Thou wilt not shrink i’th’ washing. 

Hold, there’s a piece- of scarlet ; get thee hand- 
some; 

And this to buy thee buttons. 

'Sailor. Thank you, captain. , 

Command my life at all hours. 

Nor. Thou durst give it. — - 
You have deserved too? 

3 Sold. We have seen the 
Nor. Yes ; coil’d up in a cable, like salt eels, 
Or buried low i’th’ ballast ; Do you call that fight- 
ing? 

Where be your wounds? your knocks? your want 
of lirnbs, rogues? 

Art not thou he that ask’d the master-gunner 
Where thou might’st lie safest ? and he strait an- 
swer’d, 

Put thy head in that hole, new bored with a can- 
non,:-..;.;-;')' , ■ ■ ' ; . , . ' 

For it was an hundred, to one, another shot would 
; not hit there ? , : 

Your wages you shall have ; but for rewards 
Take your own ways, and get ye to the taverns ; 
There, when ye are hot with wine, ’mongst your 
admirers. 

Take ships, and towns, and castles at your plea- 
sures, 

And make the Great Turk shake at your valours. — 
^firing in the prisoners. 
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■ Enter Lucinda and other Prisoners. 

Now, my brave Alussulraans, 

You that are lords o’th’ sea, and scorn us Christians, 
Which of your mangy lives is worth this hurt here? 
Away to prison with ’em, see ’em safe ! 

You shall find we have gallies too, and slaves too. 
1 Sold. What shall be done with this woman, sir ? 
Nor. Pox take her ! [Surgeons dress him. 

’Twas she that set me on to fight with these 
rogues ! — ■ 

That ring- worm, rot it I — What can you do now, 
With all your paintings, and your pouncings,^ lady. 
To restore my blood again ? you, and your Cupid, 
That have made a carbonado of me — Plague take 
you, [do the Sio'geon. 

You are too deep, you rogue 1 — This is thy work, 

Thou lousy woman! — ^’Death, you go too deep 

The seeing of your simpering sweetness, you filly, 
You tit, you tomboy ! what can one night’s jing- 
ling, 

Or two, or ten, “ sweetheart,” and oh, my dear 
chicken,” 

Scratching my head, or fumbling with my fore- 
mast, 

Do me good now? You have powder’d me for one 
I am in some,* I thank you ; thank your beauty, 

^ Pou7ici?igs,] Cotgrave explains to pricke or 

pierce with a bodkin/^ and Chaucer in his Parsons's 1 ale^ inveigh* 
ing against the vanity of dress says,— Ther is also the costly fur- 
ring of hir gounes, so moche pounsoiiing of chesel to maken hoiesy^' 
so mdche dagging of sheres/^ &c. 

4 You liax>e powder d me for one year : 

I am in souce.] To, beef or other meat was to lay it iu 

sQuceoTYiM^, 
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Your mos t sweet beauty ! Pox upoir those goggles I 
We cannot fight like honest men, for honour, 
And quietly kill one another as we ought, 

But in steps one of you ; the devil’s holiness 
And you must have a dance. — Away with her f 
She stinks to me now. 

1 Sold. Shall I have her, captain ? 

2 Sold. Or I ? 

,3 Sold. .I’ll marry her 

4 Sold. Good captain, I 

3 Sold. And make her a good Christian. Lay 

hands on her. 

I know she’s mine. 

2 Sold. I’ll give my full shire for her !' 

Have ye no manners to thrust the woman so.? 

No7\ Share her among ye ,* 

And may she give ye as many hurts as I have, 
And twice as many aches 1 
Luc. Noble captain. 

Be pleased to free me from these soldiers’ wildness, 
Till I but speak two words. [Kneels. 

Nor. Now for your maidenhead ! 

You have your book j proceed.^ . 

’Tis seldom seed, in men so valiant,® ' v ' 
Minds so devoid of virtue ; he that can' conquer. 
Should ever know how to preserve his conquest ; 
’Tis but a base theft else : Valour’s a virtue, 

^ Now for your maidenhead I 

You have your book ; proceed,'] Alluding to the ancient custom, 
which required that persons condemned for felony should read in 
court ill order to obtain the benefit of clergy.— 

^ 'Tis seldom seen in men so valiant^ 

* Minds so devoid of virtue,] An idea may be formed of the en* 
tire disregard of the ancient text, (which is perfect sense) by exhi- 
biting the first of these lines as altered, without any notice of such 
an unwarranted variation, in both the mo4ern are 

seen in men so valiant. 
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Crown of men’s actions here ; yours, as you mahe 
it. 

And can you put so rough a foil as violence, 

As wronging of weak woman, to your triumph ? 
Nor. Let her alone ! 

Luc. I have lost my husband, sir ; 

You feel not that ; him that I love ; you care not : 
When fortune falls on you thus, you may grieve 
too. . , 

My liberty I kneel not for ; mine honour 
(If ever virtuous honour touch’d your heart yet) 
Make dear and precious, sir. You had a mo- 
ther — — 

Nor. The roguy thing speaks finely, neat. W’ho 
took you ? 

For he must be your guard. 

Luc. I wish no better : 

A noble gentleman, and nobly used me. 

They call’d his name Miranda. 

Nar. You are his then ; 

Y''ou have lit upon a young man worth your ser- 
vice. - "" 

I free you from all the rest, and from all violence ; 
He that doth offer’t, by my head, he hangs for’t ! — 
Go see her safe kept, till the noble gentleman 
Be ready to dispose her. — Thank your tongue, 
You have a good one, and preserve it good still. — 
Soldiers, come wait on me; I’ll see, ye paid ail. 

^ . [Exeunt, 
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SCENE 11. 


A Street. 


Enter Miranda and Astorius. 

Asto. I knew you loved her, virtuously you loved 
her, 

Which made me make that haste ; I knew you 
prized her, 

As all fair minds do goodness. 

Mir. Good Astorius, 

I must confess I do much honour her, 

And worthily I hope still. 

Asto. ’Tis no doubt, sir ; 

For on my li%,fe wrong’d. 

'VerylikelyL/ ' ^ ■' 

And I as much tonhented I was absent.^^,^^^ ' 

Asto. You need notfear; Peter Gomera’s noble, 
Of a tried faith and valour. 

Mir. This I know too : 

But whilst 1 was not there, and whilst she sulfer’d. 
Whilst virtue suffer’d, friend — Oh, how it loads me! 
Whilst innocence and sweetness sunk together — 
How cold it sits here ! If my arm had fought [for] 
her, 

My youth, though naked, stood against all trea- 
sons, 

My sword here grasp’d, love on the edge, and ho- 


292 


• THEKNlOfiTT'OFIVIAiTA. [Act 11. 

Attd but a signal from ber eye to seal it 
If then sbe had been lost — 1 brag too late, 

And too much I decline the noble Peter. 

Yet some poor service I would do her sweetness; 
Alas, she needs it, my Astorius, 

The gentle lady needs it. 

Asia. Noble spirit ! 

Mir. And what I can — Prythee, bear with this 
weakness ! ' . 

Often I do not use these women’s weapons, 

But where true pity is — I am much troubled, 

And something have to do, I cannot form yet ! 
Asia. I'll take my leave, sir ; 1 shall but disturb 


you. 

Mir. Au’t please you, for a while ; and pray to 
fortune 

To smile upon this ladjr. 

'Astd:'A\\ my help, sir., . 

Mir, Goinera’s old and stiff, and he may 

The winter of his years and wounds upon him ; 
And yet he has done bravely hitherto: 
Alountferrat’s fury in bis heat of summer, 

The whistling of his sword like augry storms, 
Renting up life b}- th’ roots : 1 have seen him scale 
As if a falcon had run up a train, 

Clashing his warlike pinions, his steel’d cuirass, 
And at his pitch inmew the town below him.® 
i must d<r something! 

? From her ep to seal lY.] Sewar^i ift'bis anxiety to improve his 
anthers, reads— steel it; but the. old text, now resturedy is not 
only good sense» but fully as poetical a^' the variati^m* Mastm says— 
A signal from her eye to seal well mean a look from her 

to confirm that the cause was- .honourable ; which, couMdering the 
. confidence of her accuser, might be doubteiL The word to mil it 
refers particularly to komurJ* 

' ® Jnmm th tjoystn heh^ UmJ] Theobald would read, the fowl 
low Mm ; but $cak seems to confirm £d* 177 S. 
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Miter CoLONNA. 

£7oX Noble sir, for Heaven sake. 

Take pity of a poor afflicted Christian, 

Redeem’d from one affliction to another I 

Mir. Boldly you ask that j we are bound to 
give it. 

'From what affliction, sir? 

Co/. From cold and hunger, 

From nakedness and stripes. 

Mir. A prisoner ? 

Col. A slave, sir, in the Turkish prize, new ta- 
ken ; 

That, in the heat of fight, when your brave hand 
Brought the Dane succour, got my irons off, 

And put myself to mercy of the ocean. 

Mir. And swam to land ? 

Col, I did, sir ; Heaven was gracious ! 

But now a stranger, and iny wants upon me, 
(Though willingly I would preserve this life, sir, 
With honesty and truth) I am not look’d on ; 

The hand of pity, that should give for Heaven’s 

a'l-.v.-'i-'isakd*,-- ’ , 

And charitable hearts, are grown so cold, sir. 
Never rememb’ring what their fortunes may be. 
Mir. Thou say’st too true. Of what professioil 
art thou ? 

CoU I have been better train’d, and can serve 
truly. 

Where trust is laid upon me. 

Mir. A handsome fellow I 

The metaphors in the speech are taken ixorti ha\^kih<:?j but the 
direct meaning is constantly kept in sight. Metaphorically we 
have the words falcon^ jpinion&^ fitch 2LXidiinme’0^ (that is, inclose in 
a mew or cage ;) and to these are opposed the words scale^ tram^ 
€uirass^ and as referring to the direct meaning of the passage^ 
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Hast thou e’er bore arms ? 

CoL I ha%'e trod full many a march, sir, 

And some hurts have to shew ; before me too, sir. 
Mir. Pity this thing should starve, or, forced 
for want, 

Come to a worse end. — I know not what thou 
mayst be, 

But if thou think’st it fit to be a servant, 

I’ll be a master, and a good one to thee, - 
. If you deserve, sir. 

CoL Else I ask no favour. 

Mir. Then, sir, to try your trust, because I like 
you, 

Go to the Dane ; of him receive a woman, 

A Turkish prisoner, for me receive her ; 

I hear she is ray prize : Look fairly to her, 

For I would have her know, though now my pri- 
soner, "V, . ' : , ' . „ 

The Christians need no schoolmasters for honour. 
Take this to buy thee clothes ; this ring, to help 
thee 

Into the fellowship of my house ; you are a stran- 
ger, 

And my servants will not know you else ; there 
keep her, 

And with all modesty preserve your service ! 

Col. A foul example find me else ! Heaven thank 

,, /je 1 ■ ■■ ■ " 

Of Captain Norandine ? „ ; . ; 

Mir. The same. . - 

Col. ’Tis done, sir : 

And may Heaven’s goodness ever dwell about you ! 
Mir. Wait there till I come home. 

, K_Col. I s'hall not fail, sir. [Eivetmt " 
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SCENE III. 


A Room in the House of Mountferrat. 


Enter Mountferhat and Zanthia.® 

Zan. ’Tis strange it should be so, that your high 

Should check thus poorly, dully, most unmanly — 
Mount/. Let me alone. 

Zan. Thus leadenly 

Mount/. Pox take you ! 

Zan. At every childish fear, at every shadow ! 
Are you Mountferrat, that have done such deeds? 
Wrought through such bloody fields men shake to 
speak of? 

Can you go back ? is there a safety left yet, 

But fbre-right|;? is hot ruin round about you ? 
Have you not still these arms, that sword, tbit 
heart whole? 

Is’t not a man you fight with, and an old man, 

A man half-kill’d already ? am not I here ? 

As lovely in my black to entertain thee. 

As high and full of heat to meet thy pleasures— 

8 Zanthia has hitherto been called Abdella in this and all the 
following scenes ; but, in order to prevent confusion, it has been 
judged expedient to call her by the former name throughout* . 

^ Tore-right^ That is, right afore. Zanlhia is inciting the 
spirit of Mountferrat, and asks him whether any safety i$ left for 
him but to go on with his purpose, not to stick at difficulties, or 
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Mountf. Ill be alone. 

Zan. You shall : Farewell, sir ! 

And do it bravely ! never think of conscience; 
There is none to a man resolved. Be happy. 

Entei' Mieanda, aM stands apayd. 


Mountf. No, inostunhappy wretch, as thou hast 
made me. 

More devil than thyself, I am. 

Mir. Alone, 

And troubled too, I take it. How he starts ! 

Ail is not handsome in thy heart, Mountferrat. — 
God speed you, sir ! I have been seeking of you : 
They say you are to fight to-day. 

Mountf. What then ? 

‘ Mir. Nay, nothing, but good fortune to your 

You have a cause requires it ; the island’s safety, 
The order’s, and your honour’s. 

Mountf. And do you make a question 
I will not fight it nobly ? 

Mu'. You dare fight ; 

You have; and with as great a confidence as jus- 
tice, 

I have seen you strike as home, and hit as deadly. 
Mountf. Why are these questions then? 

Mir. I’ll tell you quickly. : 

You have a lady in your cause, a fair one, 

A gentler never trod on ground, a nobler 

Mountf Do you come oil so fast? I have it for 
you. ■ ' [Aside. 

' Mir. The sun ne’er saw a sweeter. ' • ' 

Mountf. These I grant yoju; , , ; ■ • 

Npr dare I against beauty heave my hand up, 

;|t were , unmanly, too much unmanly : 

Biit when these excellencies turn to ruin. 
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To ruin of themselves, and those protect ’em ; 
When virtue’s lost, lust and dishonour enter’d ; 
Loss of ourselves and souls basely projected — — 
Mir. Do you think ’tis so ? 

Mountf. Too sure. 

Mir. And can it be ? 

Canit be though tjMountferrat, so much sweetness, 
So great a magazine of all things precious, 
A'mind so heavenly made— Pr’ythee observe me. 

Mountf. I thought so too : Now, by my holy order, 
He that bad told me, (till experience found it. 

Too bold a proof)' this lady had been vicious — 

I wear no dull sword, sir, nor hate I virtue. 

Mir. Against her brother ? to the man has bred 

Her blood and honour ? 

Mountf Where ambitious Lust 
Desires to be above the rule prescribed her. 
Takes hold, and wins, poor Chastity, cold Duty, 
Like fashions old forgot, she flings behind her, 
And puts on blood and mischief, death and ruin, 
To raise her new-built hopes, new faith to fasten 

Mafoy, she is as fottl as Heaven is beauteous ! 
Jfir. Thou lies t, thou liest, Mountferrat,’ thou 
liest basely ! 

Stare not, nor swell not with thy pride ! thou liest ; 
And this shall make it good. 

Moimtf. Out with your heat first ! 

You shall be fought withal. 

Mir. By Heaven, that lady, 

The virtue of that woman, were all the good deeds 
Of all thy families bound in one faggot, 

■ From Adam to this hour, but with one sparkle 
Would fire that whisp, and turn it, to light ashes. 
Mountf. Oh, pitiful young man, struck blind 
with beauty ! , • , 
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Shot with a woman’s smile ! Poor, poor Miranda! 
Thou hopeful young man once, but now thou lost 
man, 

Thou naked man of all that we call noble, 

How art thou cozen’d 1 Didst thou know what I do, 
And how far thy dear honour, (mark me, fool !) 
Which like a father I have kept from blasting. 
Thy tender honour, is abused — But fight first. 
And then, too late, thou shalt know all. 

3fir. Thou liest still ! 

Mountf. Stay ! now I’ll shew thee ail, and then 
I’ll kill thee : 

I love thee so dear, time shall not disgrace thee. 
Head that I [Gives him a letter, 

Mir. It is her hand, it is most certain. 

Good angels keep me ! that I should be her agent 
To betray Malta, and bring her to the basha ! 
That on my tender love lay all her project ! 

Eyes never see again, melt out for sorrow ! 

Did the devil do this ? ■ 

Mountf. No, but his dam did it, 

The virtuous lady that you love so dearly : 

Come, will you fight again ? 

Mir. No ; pr’ythee kill me, 

For Heaven’s sake, and for goodness’ sake, dispatch 
me ! 

For the disgrace sake that I gave thee, kill me ! 
Mountf. Why, are you guilty ? 

Mir. I have lived, Mountfeirat, 

To see dishonour swallow up all virtue, 

And now would die. By Heaven’s eternal bright- 

r;;: ■ -"iie^ 

I am as clear as innocence 1 ; : , 

yi:': T::knew^'it,,;yy^^';;'; : / ■ ^ 

And therefore kept this letter from all knowledge. 
And this sword from anger; you had died else — 
And yet I lie, and basely lie. “ , [Aside. 
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Mir. Oh, Virtue, 

Unspotted Virtue, whither, art thou vanish’d ? 
What hast thou left us to abuse our frailties, 

In shape of goodness ? 

Mount/. Come, take courage, man ! 

I have forgiven and forgot your rashness. 

And hold you fair as light in all your actions ,* 
And by my troth I grieved your love. Take com- 
. fort! 

There be more women. 

Mir. And more mischief in ’em ! 

Mount/. The justice I shall do, to right these 
villainies, 

Shall make you man again : I’ll strike it sure, sir. 
Come, look up bravely ; put this puling passion 
Out of your mind. One knock for thee, Miranda, 
• And for the boy the grave Gomera gave thee. 
When she accepted thee her champion, 

And in thy absence, like a valiant gentleman ; 

1 yet remember it : “ He is too young, 

Too boyish, and too tender, to adventure 

I’ll give him one sound rap for that : I love thee ; 

Thou art a brave, young spark. 

Mir. Boy did, he call me a 

Gomera call me bey ' 7 . 

Mount/ It pleased his gravity, 

To think so of you then ; They that do service, 
And honest service, such' as thou and I do, 

Are either knaves or boys. 

Mir. Boy, by Gomera? ■ 

How look’d he when he said it? for Gomera 
Was ever wont to be a virtuous gentleman. 
Humane and sweet. , - r 

• Mount/. Yes, when he will, he can be. 

But let it go ; I would not breed dissention ; 

’Tis an unfriendly office. And had it been, 
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To any of a Liglier strain than you, sir,' 

The well-known, well-approved.and loved Miranda, 
I had not thought on’t : ’Twas happily his haste too, 
And zeal to her. 

A traitor and a boy too ? 

Shame take me, if I suffer it! — Puff! farewell love ! 
Mount/. You know my business ; I must leave 
you, sir ; 

My hour grows on apace. 

“Mir. I must not leave you, 

I dare not, nor I will not, till your goodness 
Have granted me one courtesy : You say you love 
me ? 

Mount/. I do, and dearly ; ask, and let that 
courtesy 

Nothing concern mine honour 

A/?r. You must do it, 

Or you will never see me more. 

Mount/ What is it ? . , 

It shall be great that puts you off : Pray speak it. 
Mir. Pray let me fight to-day, good, dear 
Mountferrat ! 

Letme, and bold Gomera 

Momitf. Fy, Miranda! 

Do you weigh my worth so little 
Mir. On my knees! , , 

*, To any of an higher strain iJia7i you are.'] At 5rst glance, the 
■ reader may thinks as I, once with Mr Seward, that iighfer, or 
hwer^ or some soch woM, shouW supply the place of hightr^ But 
possibly the passage is righiim;i|;is'j aiid refers only to the et/m 
te.mper and dkposition of Mimada, and means, that, had he been 
of an hot £ery temper, prone to -passion, &c. lie should not have 
discovered a secret, which might possibly breed dissension betwixt 
Gomera and him. This I^ohly ofer the reader, in ordet to give 
the text lair play;- he 'does '.not approve of the explanation, 
lighter or lower are still'' -a-t his sbryice* — Sympson* 

Mouniferra't certaigly- means, had it been any who assunied 
a higher and more arrogant strain of language than you/ &c* 
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As ever thou hadst true touch of a sorrow 
Thy friend conceived, as ever honour loved thee — 
Mountf, Shall I turn recreant now ? 

Mir. ’Tis not thy cause ,• 

■ Thou hast no reputation wounded in it ; 

Thine’s but a general zeal : ’Death ! I am tainted,’ 
The dearest twin to life, my credit’s murder’d, 
Baffled 4 nd 

Moimtf. T am glad you have swallow’d it. — 

{Aside. ■ 

I must confess I pity you ; and ’tis a justice, 

A great one too, you should revenge these injuries ; 

I know it, and I know you fit and bold to do it, 
And man as much as man may : But, Miranda — 
Why do you kneel ? 

Mir. By Heaven, I’ll grow to the ground here, 
“And with my sword dig up my grave, and fall in’t, 
tJnle.ss thou grant me — Dear Mountferrat! friend! 
Is any thing in my power ? to my life, sir 5 
The honour shall be yours. 

Mountf. I love you dearly ; 

Yet so much I should tender 

By Heaven, 1 will, of all the sin fall with me ! 

Mountf. i^ou have won ; I’ll once be coward 
To pleasure you, 

Mir. I kiss your hands, and thank you. 

Mountf. Be tenderof my credit, and fightbravely. 
Mir. Blow not the fire that flames. 

Mountf. I’ll §end mine armour : 

My man shall presently attend you with it, 

(For you must arm immediately ; the hour calls) 

I know ’twill fit you right. Be sure, and secret, 
And last be fortunate! fm^well!— You are fitted: 

■ - ' ' ' ' - ' {Aside. 

I am glad the load’s off me. • 
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SCENE IV. 


A Room in the House Norandinc, 


Enter Norandine and Doctor. 


Nor. Doctor, I’ll see the combat, that’s the truth 
oii’t; 

If I had ne’er a leg, I would crawl to see it. 
Doctor. You are most unfit, if I might counsel 
you. 

Your wounds so many, and the air 

Nor, The halter ! 

The air’s as good an air, as fine an air — 

Wouldst thou have me live in an oven ? 

Doctor. Beside, the noise, sir ; 

Which, to a tender body 

Nor. That’s it. Doctor, 

My body must be cured withal ; if you’ll heal me 
quickly, 

. Boil a drum-head in my broth ; I never prosper 
With knuckles o’ veal, and birds in sorrel sops, 
(Caudles and cullises ; they wash me away 
Like a horse had eaten grains : If thou wilt cure me, 
A pickled herring, and a pottle of sack, Doctor, 
And half a dozen trumpets ! 

Doctor. You are a strange gentleman 

Nor. As e’er thou knew’st. Wilt thou give me 
another gliatef, 

'IJhat I may sit cleanly there like a French lady, 
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When sHe goes to a masque at court? Where’s thy 
hautboy ? 

Doctor. I am glad you are grown so merry. 

Enter Astorius and Castriot. 

Nor. Welcomcj gentlemen ! 

Asto. We come to see you, sir ; and glad we are 
To. see you thus, thus forward to your health, sir. 
Nor. I thank my Doctor here. 

Doctor. Nay, thank yourself, sir; 

For, by my troth, I know not how he’s cured 1 
He ne’er observes any- of our prescriptions. 

Nor. Give me my money again then, good sweet 
Doctor ! 

Wilt thou have twenty shillings a-day for vexing 
me? 

Doctor. That shall not serve you, sir. 

Nor. Then forty shall, sir, - 
And that will make you speak well. Hark, the 
drums ! \_Drums afar off : A hwmarch. 
Cast. They begin to beat to th’ field. Oh, noble 

Dane,iK4^vyy;^■^,,*^^ 

Never was such a stakei I hope, fof innocence 
Play’d for in Malta, and in blood, before. 

Asto. It knakes us hang our heads all. 

Nor. A bold villain ! 

If there be treason in it^ — Accuse poor ladies ? 
And yet they may do mischief too. I’ll be with ye ; 
If she be innocent I shall find it quickly, 

And something then I’ll say: 

Asto. Come, lean on us, sir. ' . 

Nor. I thank ye, gentlemen! and, domineDoctor, 
"Pray bring a little sneezing powder in your pocket. 
For fear I swoon when I see blood. 

Doctor. You are pleasant, ■■ y : [Ea:eunf. 
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SCENE V. 


An open Field before the Clip ; a Scojhld hung 
with Black in the Back-ground ; Stairs leading 
up to it. 


Enter two Marshals. 


1 Marsh. Are the combatants come in? 
g Marsh. Yes. 

1 Mai'sh. Make the field clear there i 
S Marsh. That’s done too. 

I Marsh. Then to the prisoner; the Grand- 


master s coming. 


X^et’s see that all be ready therm 

How ceremonious our very ends areJ,;,. , 

Alas, sweet lady, if she be innocent, - '* * « ' 

No doubt but justice will direct her champion. 

[I'hurisht 

Away! I hear ’em come. 

\ Marsh. Pray Heaven she prosper ! 




Enter ValettAj Nobandine, Astoeius, Cas- 

■■ 'TRIOT, <|-C. 


; , Val. Give captain Norandine a chair. 

. ;; ^or. I thank your lordship. 

Val. Sit, sir, and takeyour ease ; your hurts rc- 
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They ssiy a false, a base, and treacherous woman, 
And partly proved too. 

Nor. ’Pity it should be so ; 

And, if your lordship durst ask my opinion, 

Sure I should answer No, (so much I honour her) 
And answer it with ray life too. But Gomera 
Is a brave gentleman ; the other valiant, 

And if he be not good, dogs gnaw his flesh off! 
And one above ’em both will find the truth out ; 
He never fails, sir. 

V al. That’s the hope rests with me. 

Nor. Hpw nature and his honour struggle in him ! 
A sweet, clear, noble gentleman ! 

[Guard within.] Make room there ! 

Unier Orian A, Ladies, Executioner, Zat^tb-ia, and 
Guard. 

Val. Go up, and what you have to say, say there. 
Ori. [Goes up to the scaffold.~\ Thus I ascend ; 
nearer, I hope, to Heaven ! 

Nor do I fear to tread this dark black mansion, 
The image of my grave ; each foot we move 
Goes td it Still, each hour we leave behind us 
Knolls sadly toward it. JVIy noble brother, 

(For yet mine inno’cence dares call you so) 

And you the friends to virtue, that come hither, 
The chorus to this tragic scene, behold me. 
Behold me with your justice, not with pity, 

(My cause was ne’er so poor to ask compassion) 
Behold me in this spotless white I wear, 

The emblem of my life, of all my actions ; 

So ye shall find my story, though I perish. 
“Behold me in my sex ; I am no soldier; 

Tender and full of fears our blushing sex is, 
Unharden’d with relentless thoughts ; uiihatcht 
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With blood and bloody practice:* AIas» we tremble 
But when an angry dream afflicts our fancies, 

Die with a tale w'dl told. Had I been prtLCtised, 
And known the way of mischief, travell’d in it, 
And given my blood and honour up to reach it ; 
Forgot religion, and the line I sprung on ; 

Oh, Heaven ! I had been fit then for thy justice, 
And then in black, as dark as hell, I had howl’d 
here. 

Last, in your own opinions weigh mine innocence : 
Amongst ye I was planted from an infant, 

(’Would then, if Heaven had so been pleased, I had 
perish’d!) 

Grew up, and goodly, ready to bear fruit, 

The honourable fruit of marriage : 

And am I blasted in my bud, with treason r 
Boldly and basely of my fair name ravish’d, 

And hither brought to find my rest in ruin ? 

But he that knows all, he that rights all wrolffgs, 
And in his time restores, ,kno ws m e 1— -1 li«^ spoken. 

VaL If ye be innocent, Heaven will, ye, 

And so I leave ye to his sword strikes w ye ; 
Farewell ! 

Ori. Oh, that went deep! Farewell, dear brother, 
ilnd howsoe’er my cause goes, see my body 
(Upon my knees I ask it) buried chastely ; 

For yet, by holy truth, fit neVer trespass’d. 

Justice sit on your cause, and Heaven 
■ , fight for ye ! ■ i- 

' Two of ye, gentlemen, do me but the 
honour i;,. ' v 

-a - — ^ — -Unliatcht ' ^ ' 

With Mood and Mood^ praictice.] ‘ For the explanation of 
see ‘voL IL 400^ PracMce here? as in' numerous otlier' 
bears the ancienCsignificatioa of insidious stratagem orde- 
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To lead me to her ; good my lord, your leave too. 
Val. You have it, sir. 

Nor. Give me your fair hands fearless : 

As white as this 1 see your innocence, 

As spotless, and as pure ; be not afraid, lady ! 
You are but here brought to your nobler fortune. 
To add unto your life immortal story : 

Virtue through hardest things arrives at happiness. 
Shame follow that .blunt sword that loses you ! 
And he that strikes against you, I shall study 
A curse or two for him. Once more your fair hands ! 
I ne’er brought ill luck yet ; be fearless, happy. 
On. I thank ye, noble captain. 

Nor. So I leave ye. 

Val. Cali in the knights severally. 

Enter sewrally, Gomera, and Miranda in the ar- 
mour ^Mountferrat. 

On. But two words to my champion ; 

And then to Heaven and him I give my cause up. 
Val. Speak quickly, and speak short. 

On. I have not much, slir,— 

Noble Gomera, From youf own free virtue ; 

You have undertaken here a podr maid’s honour, 
And with the hazard of your life ; and happily . 
You may suspect the cause, though in your true 
worth 

You will not shew it; therefore take this testimony, 
(And, as I hope for happiness, a true one !) 

And may it steel your heartj and edge your good 
sword ! 

You fight for her, as spotless of these mischiefs 
As Heaven is of our sins, or Truth of errors ; 

And so defy that treacherous man, and prosper I 
Nor, Blessing o’ thy heart, lady ! . 


308 ■ THE KNIGHT OF MALTA. [Act 11. 

Val Give tlie signal to ’em. 

[Lory alarms. They fight. 
Nor. Tis bravely fought, Goinera, follow ^at 
blow- — 

Well struck again, boy ! — look upon the lady, 

And gather spirit ! brave again ! lie close, 

Lie close, I say ! he fights aloft, and strongly ; 
Close for thy life ! — A pox o’ that fell buffet! 
Eetire and gather breath ; ye have day enough, 
knights — 

Look lovely on hiin> lady ! to’t again, now! , 
Stand, standi, Gpmera, stand 1 — one blow for all 
now ! 

Gather thy strength together ; God bless the wo- 
man ! 

Why, where’s thy noble heart ? Heaven bless the 

.V kdy'l;'v' 

- -'Ok- oh Vi-, v,.:- , ■■ 

Val. She is gone, she is gone. 

■ Nor. NoW''stfiiie-iL {MiRAunA^/is. 
Hold, hold — ^he yields : Hold thy Iteave sword, he’s 
■ conquer’d— ' ' 

He’s thine, Gomera. Now be joyful, lady ! 

What could this thief have done, had his cause 
been equal 

He made my heart-sfru^ tremble. 

VaL Off with bis ba%ie there 
And, executioner, tafee you his head next 
■■'N Oh, cursed Fortune ! 


^ What covM this thitf hatie done, had Ms cause been, equal.] 
Equal was frequently used by Fletcher and other poets of his time 
for just. ■ ■ . , „ : . .-N ; 

^ Cask.1 This word is generally spelt casque. It aignifi® here 
a helmet, and sometimes is -used only for a beaaier, or hat.^Reed, 
; It never, I believe, means a bearer or hat, but always a hebmt. 
Mt R; tp ha^^ cqnfpQBded tbe modern signification, pf feff- 
* wr,with thiilt aneiestly bore, the cfsor of a helmet. 
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Gont. Stay, I beseech you, sir ! and this one ho- 
nour ' . 

Grant me, I have deserved it ; that this villain 
Alay live one day, to envy at my justice ; 

That he may pine and die, before the sword fall, 
Viewing the glory I have won, her goodness. 

Val. He shall ; and you the harvest of your va- 
lour 

Shall reap, brave sir, abundantly. 

Gom. I have saved her, 

Preserved her spotless worth from black destruc- 
tion; 

(Her white name to eternity deliver’d) 

Her youth and sweetness from a timeless ruin. 
Now, lord Valetta, if this bloody labour 
May but deserve her favour-r- — 

Mir. Stay, and hear roe first. 

Val, OIF with his casque ! This is Miranda’s 
voice. 

Nor. ’Tis he indeed, or else mine eyes abuse me : 
What makes he here thus ? 

Ori. The young Miranda? 

Is he mine enemy too?, 

• Mir, None hafs -deserved her,-' - 

If worth must carry and service seek her. 

But he that saved her honour. 

Qom. That is I, Miranda. 

Mir. No, no ; that’s I, Gomera ; be not so for- 
ward ! 

In bargain for my love you cannot cozen me. 
Gom. I fought it, 

Mir. And I gave it, which is nobler.. 

Why, every gentleman would have done as rnuch 
• 4-s you did : Fought it ? that’s a poor desert, sir ; 
They are bound to that. But then to make that 

’“"’"■"■■t " 'fight'-sure, " 

To do as I did, take all dange» from it. 

Suffer that coldness that must call me now 
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Into disgrace for ever, into pity 

Gom. i undertook first, to preserve from hazard. 
Mir. And I made sure no hazard should come 
near her. 

Gom. Twas I defied IHIountferrat. 

Mir. Twas I wrought him, 

(You had had a dark day else) ’twas I defied 
His conscience first, ’twas I that shook him there, 
Which is the brave defiance. 

‘ Go7}i. My life and honour 
At stake I laid. 

Mir. My care and truth lay by it, 

Lest that stake might be lost. I have deserved her, 
And none but I : The lady might have perish'd 
Had fell Mountferrat struck it, from whose malice, 
lYith cunning and bold confidence, I catch'd it ; 
And ’twas high time. And such a service, lady, 
Foryou, and foryour innocence~for who knows not 
The all-devouring sword of fierce Mountferrat ? 

I sliew'd you what I could do, had I been spiteful, 
Or master but of half the poison he bears : . 

(Hell take his heartfor’t !) and beshrew these hahds, 
madam, 

With all my heart, I wish a mischief on ’em ! 
They made you once lock sad ; Such another fright 
I would not put you in, to own the island : 

Yet, pardon me ; ’twas But to shew a soldier, 
Which, when I had done, I ended your poor coward. 
"[-'FahMQtmme look out, for the base knight 
V Mountferrat 

Zan. I hope he’s far enough, if his man be trusty. 

. , [Aside. 

This was a strange misfortune ; I must not know it. 
,, Fh/. That most deboshed knight.^ Comedown, 


sweet sister. 



tlian once 


peboslied has occurred moV© 
ipr debauched * ' Here it stands evidently 
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My spotless sister now ! Pray thank these gentle- 
men ; ■ . 

They have deserved both truly, nobly of you. 
Both excellently, dearly> both all the honour, 

All the respect and favour 

Ori. Both shall have it ; 

And as my life their memories I’ll nourish. 

Fal. Ye are both true knights, and both most 
- worthy lovers ; 

Here stands a lady ripen’d with your service, 
Young, fair, and (now I dare say) truly honour- 
able : 

’Tis my will she shall marry, marry now, 

And one of you (she cannot take more nobly:) 

Begot this will, and bred it. Both her beauty 
Cannot enjoy ; dare you make me your umpire ? 
Gom. Mir. With all our souls. 

Val. He must not then be angry 
That loses her. 

Gom. Oh, that were, sir, unworthy. 

Mir. A little sorrow he may find. 

Val ’Tis manly.— 

Gomera> you’re. a brave accomplish’d gentleman ; 
A braver ho where livea.than is Miranda. ■ V ; 
In the white way of virtue, and true valour. 

You have been a pilgrim long ; yet no man farther 
Has trod those thorny steps than young Miranda : 
You are gentle, he is gentleness itself : Experience 
Calls you her brother ; this her hopeful heir. 

Nor. The young man now, an’t be thy will ! 
Val. Your hand, sir! ^ 

You undertook first, nobly undertook, ■ ^ ' 

•This lady’s cause; you made it good, and fought it; 
You must be served first, take her and enjoy her ! 
I gave her to you : Kiss her ! Are you pleased now ? 
, : My joy’s so much I, catinot speak. 
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Nay, fairest sir, 

You must not be displeased ; you break your pro- 
mise. 

3Iir. I never grieved at good ; nor dare I now, sir, 
Thougb something seem strange to me. 

Fat I have provided 

A better match for you, more full of beauty ; 
i’ll wed you to our order : There’s a mistress 
Whose beauty ne’er decays (Time stands below 
her;) 

Whose honour, ermin-like, can never suffer 
Spot or black soil ; whose eternal issue 
Fame brings up at her breasts, and leaves them 
sainted ; 

Her you shall marry. 

3Iir, I must humbly thank you. 

VaL Saint Thomas’ Fort, a charge of no small 
value, . 

I give you too, in present, to keep waki% ‘ 

Your noble spirits ; and, to breed you 
I’ll send you a probation-robe ; wear tha'f,^ 

Till you shall please to be our brother. — How now ? 

JSnter Astohius. 

Jsfo. Mountferrat’s %d, sir, 

Val. Let him go a while, 

Till w'e have done these rites, and' seen these 
.'Y:- , coupled ; 

His mischief now lies open. Come, all friends now 1 
And so let’s march to th’ temple. Sound those 
instruments, 

That were the signal to a day of blood ! 

Evil beginning hours may end in good, [Flourish . ' 
'" ’'-■Nor. Come, we’ll have wenches, man, and all 
brave things. ■ 

. her go ; ''we’ll want no mistresses j ‘;5'; 
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Good swords, and good strong armours ! 

Mir. Those are best, captain. 

Nor. And fight till queens be in love with ns, 
and run after us., 

I’ll see you at the fort within these two days ; 
And let’s be merry, pr’ythee ! - , 

Mir. By that time I shall. 

Nor. Why, that’s well said ! I like a good heart, 
truly. [Ewmnt. 


ACT III. SCENE L 


One of the City Gates. 


Enter NoRAiTDiiirE and Servant ,* Corporal andS^l- 
diers above in the Guard-room^ 

Serv.' The day is not yet broke, sir. 

Nor. ’Tis the cooler riding. 

I must go see Miranda : Bring my horse 
Round to the south port ; I’ll out here at the beach, 
And meet you at the end o’ th’ sycamores : 

’Tis a sweet walk, and if the wind be stirring 
Serves like a fan to cool. 

' Serv. Which walk ? : 

Mor. Why, that, sir, 

Whiiste the fine city-dames meet tp make matches. 
I know it. • {.Exit. 
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Nm\, Speed ye then !® — [Singing ahxe .} — ^\¥hat 
inirth is this ? 

The watches arc not yet discharged, I take it : 
These are brave careless rogues ! Til hear the song 
out. 

And then Til fit ye for’t, merry companions ! 
SONG, 

BY THE SOLDIERS. 

1. Sit, soldiers, sit and sing, tM round is char, 

And coch-a-loodle-looe tells us the day is near. 

JEach toss his can, until his throat be mellow. 
Drink, laugh, and sing ; the soldier has nofelloxo I 

2. To thee a full pot, my little lance-prisado,'^ 

And when tlmi hast done, a pipe ofTrinulado! 
Our glass of life runs wine, the vintner skinks it,* 
Whilst with his wfe the frolic soldier drinks it. 

3. The drums heat, ensigns wave, and cannons thump it ; 
Our game is ruffe, and the best heart doth trump it 

* Nor. S^etd ye then, &c.] This and the three following lines 
Lave hitherto been placed after the song, which they should un- 
doubtedly precede^ It is not prated in the first folio. — Ed* 1778* 

f Lmtce-prisado.J The lowest subaltern officer who had the 
coiuimand of a file* See vol, ¥11.- p. 125. 

‘ ® The vintner slinks As we can affix no idea to the word 

sUnh here, we have substituted skmks^ A skinker, the very inge- 
nious Dr Percy tells ns, is one that serves drink.” The word 
occurs as late as Dryden’^s Translation of the First Book of Homer. 
—Ed. 1778. 

The verb occurs in Ben JoBSon''s Bartholomew- Fair — Froth 
your cans well i" the filling, at length, rogue, and jog your bottles 
the buttock, sirrah ; then skink out the first glass ever, and 
drink with all companies,, though you be drunk ; you^U misreckon 
and he less' on't.^^ , . ■ 
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Each toss his can, until his throat be mellow. 
Drink, laugh, and sing ; the soldier has no fellow. 

4. ril pledge thee, my corporal, were it a flagon ; 
After, watch fiercer than George did the dragon s 
What blood we lose i tK town, we gain t th’ tuns ; 
Furr’d gowns and fat caps,^ give the wall to guns. 
Each toss his can, until his throat be mellow. 
Drink, laugh, and sing ; the soldier has no fellow. 

Nor. Here’s notable order ! Now for a trick to 
tame ye ! 

Owgh, owgh ! 

1 Watch. Hark, hark ! what’s that below us ? 

Who goes there.? ’ 

Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh ! 

2 Watch. ’Tis a bear broke loose ; pray call the 

corporal. 

1 Watch. The Dutchman’s huge fat sow'. 

2 Watch. I see her now. 

And five fine pigs. 

Nor. Owgh, owgh ! 


Corp. Now, what’s the matter? • ' 

1 Watch. Here’s the great fat sow, corporal, 
The Dutchman’s sow ; and all the pigs, brave fat 
pigs: ' 

9 Furr’d gowns and fiat caps.] Both these expressions designate 
citizens. F/at caps, such as the boys of Christ-Church wear to 
this day, seem to have been anciently appropriated to the citizens 
of London. Kitely, in Every Man in his Humour, (actii. scene i.) 
says—. . • . ■ ^ -.1 - ■ 

, « They, sir, to relieve him in the fable, 

Make their loose comments upon every word, 

‘ Glesture, or look I use ; mock me all over,’ 

From my fiat cap unto my shining shoes." 
ta 


■ : • Enter Corporal. “ i'-' 
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You have been wishing long she would break loose* 
Mor. Owgh, owgh ! 

Corp. ’Tis she indeed ; there’s a white pig now- 
sucking : 

Look, look ! do ye see it, sirs ? 

} Watch. Yes, very well, sir. 

Corp. A notable fat whoreson ! Come, two of ye, 
Go down with me ; we’ll have a tickling breakfast. 
52 Watch. Let’s eat ’em at the Cross*. 

Corp. There's the best liquor. 

Nor, I’ll liquor some of ye, ye lazy rogues S 
Your minds are of nothing but eating and swilling. 
What a sweet beast they have made of me ! A sowr 
Hog upon hog ! I hear ’em come. 

Enter Corporal belmSf and Watch. 

Corp. Go softly, 

And fall upon ’em finely, nimbly. 

1 Watch. Bless me ! * 

Co7p. Why, what’s the rnatter?' 

1 Wafck, Oh, the devil ! the devil, 

As high as a steeple ! 

2 Watch. There he goes, corporal ! 

His feet are cloven too. 

Corp. Stand, stand, say ! 

’Death, how I shake ! Where be your muskets ? 

; '1 Watch. There’s no good of them : 

Where be our prayers, man ? 

S Watch. Lord, how he stalks ! Speak to him, 
corporal. 

Co7'p. Why, what a devil art thou ? 

^or. Owgh, owgh ! 

Corp. A dumb devil? . . 

The worst devil that could come, a dumb devil ! 
';!Gite';,ine a njusket, ; He gathers in to me ,1 
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I’ th’ name of— — ^Speak ! what art thou ? Speak, 
devil, 

Or I’ll put a plumb in your bdly. 

Kor. Owgh, owgh, owgh ! 

Corp. Fy, fy ! in what a sweat I am ! Lord bless 
nie, ' 

My musket’s gone too ! I am not able to stir it. 
Nor. Who goes there ? Stand, speak ! 

Gorp, Sure I am enchanted ! 

Yet here’s my halbert still. Nay, who goes there, ■ 
sir? — ' . 

What, have I lost myself? — ^What are ye ? 

Nor. The guard. 

Corp. Why, what are we then ? He’s not half 
so long now, 

Nor he has no tail at all. I shake still damnably. 
JVbn The word ! 

Corp. Have mercy on me ! what word does he 
mean ? 

Pr’ythee, devil, if thou be’st the devil, 

Do not make an ass of me ! for I remember yet, 
As well as I am here, I am the corporal ; 
ril lay my life on’ t, devil. 

Nor. Thou art damn’d ! 

Corp. That’s all one ,' butam not I the corporal ? 
I would give a thousand pound to be,resol ved now." 
Had not I soldiers here ? 

Nor. No, not a man ; 

Thou art debosh’d, and cozen’d. 

Corp. That may be. 

It may be I am drunk. — Lord, where have lbeen? 
Is not this my halbert in my hand ? 

Nor. No, ’tis a May-pole. » 

Corp. Why then, I know not who I am, nor what, 

* J.tohM gim u thousand potmds to be resolfecl' mw*J Tkat 
to,M'assTOd whetker I am or 
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Kor whence I come. 

Nor. You are an arrant rascal ! 

You corporal of a watch ? 

Co7’p. Tis the Dane’s voice. 

You are no devil then? 

No?'. No, nor no sow, sir. 

Co?p. Of that I am right glad, sir : I was ne’er 
So frighted in my life, as I am a soldier. 

Nor. Tall watchmen ! * - 

•A guard for a goose ! you sing away your Gentries : 
A careful company,! Let me out o’ th’ port here, 
(I was a little merry with your worships) 

And keep your guards strong, though the devil 
walk. 

Hold, there’s to bring ye into your wits again. 

Go off no more to hunt pigs; such another trick, 
And you will hunt the gallows. 

Pray, sir, pardon us ! 

And, let the devil come next, I’ll make him stand, 
Or make him stink. . 

Nor. Do, do your duty truly. 

Come, let me out, and come away.^ lEMunf. 

® Tall watchmen.} That is, brave, valiant watchmen* 

^ Come let me out^ and come awa^ ; no more rage., 

SCENE IL 

'■ Enter Abdella with a Letter^ md Eocca* 

Abd. Wfitt thus to me f ] If this latter part of the line belong 
to Norandine, ^tis strangely odd for why must he .say no more 
rage 9 This implies, that the corporal and the guard had been in , 
one before, which the reader knows is so fair from true, that they 
were frighted with the mimic grunt of a hog, and took it for the 
^ .but supposing; Abdella, had been storming at Mountferrat^s 

and her coming upon the stage,, 
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SCENE IL 


Room in Gomera’s House. 


' Enter Z‘s.lSTv^lA. with a Letter ^ and Rocca. 
Rocca. No more rage. 

Zan. Write thus to me? He hath fearfully and 
basely 

Betray’d his own cause ; yet, to free himself, 

He now ascribes the fault to me, 

Rocca. I know not 

What he hath done ; but what he now desires 
His letters have informed you. 

Zan. Yes ; he is 

Too well acquainted with the power he holds 
Over my mad aflFections ! — I want time 
To write ; but pray you tell him, if I were 
No better steel’d in my strong resolutions 
Than he hath shewn himself in his, or thought 
There was a hell hereafter, or a Heaven 
But in enjoying him, I should stick here. 

And move no further. Bid him yet take comfort ; 
For something I will do the devil would quake at, 
But I’ll untie this nuptial knot of love. 

And make way.for his wishes. In the mean time 
Let him lie close, (for he is strictly sought for) 
And practise to love her, that for his ends 
Scorns fear and danger ! 

’ Rocca. All this I will tell him. {Exit. 

tliese mollifying words of his to her, viz. no more rage., will be ex» 
ceedingly in character, and highly propejfto introduce the angry 
speech of.Abdeila.—/Sfj/mpso7j. 
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Mnter Obiana and Velleda. 

Zan. Do so. Farewell !— My lady, with mV 
fellow, 

So earnest in discourse 1 AFbate’er it be, 
ni second it. 

Vel. He. is such a noble husband, 

^n every circumstance so truly loving, 

•That I might say, and without flattery, madam, 
The sun sees not a lady but yourself 
That can deserve him. ■ 

Zan. Of all men, I say, 

That dare (for ’tis a desperate adventure) 

Wear on their free necks the sweet yoke of wo- 
man, 

(For they that do repine are no true husbands) 
Give me a soldierl 
Ori. Why ? are they more loving 
Than other men ? 

Zan. And love too with more judgment : 

For, but observe, your courtier is more curious 
To set himself forth richly, than his lady ; 

His baths, perfumes, nay paintings too, more costly 
Than his frugality will allow to her ; 

His clothes as chargeable ; and grant him hut 
A thing without a beard, and he may pass 
At all times for a woman, and with some 
Have better welcome : Now, your man of lands 
For the most part is careful to manure them. 

But leaves his lady fallow f your great merchant 
Breaks oftner for the debt he owes his wife, 
Than with his creditors ; and that’s the reason 
She looks elsewhere for payment; Now, your sol™ 

Ay, marry, do him right! 

' First, w&'has one 
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Has a perpetual guard upon her honour ; 

For while he wears a sword, Slander herself 
Dares not bark at it ; next, she sits at home 
Like a great queen, and sends him forth to fetch in 
Her tribute from all parts ; which, being brought 
home, . . 

He lays it at her feet, and seeks no further 
For his reward than what she may give freely, 
A^d with, delight too, from her own exchequer, ^ 
Which he finds ever open. 

On. Be more modest ! 

Zan. Why, we may speak of that we are glad 
to taste of,, 

Among ourselves I mean. ^ ; • / » t ^ > 

On.. Thou talk’st of nothing* « 

Zan. Of nothing, madani ? You have found it 
something ; 

Or, with the raising up this pretty mount here. 
My lord hath dealt with spirits.* 

Enter Gomera with a Sawant bringing in cloths. 

Ori. Two long hours absent ? . 

Gom. Tfay 'paj;^»> sweet ! I have been looking 

The prize thatwasbrought. in by the brave Dane, 
The valiant Norandine, and have brought some- 
thing • 

That may be thou wilt like of ; but one kiss. 

And then possess my purchase : There’s a piece 
Of cloth of tissue, this of purple velvet. 

And (as they swear) of the right Tyrian dye. 


^ My lord hath dealt mth spirits.'l Gomera must indeed have 
dealt with spirits^ for he has been married not more than three 
days, yet his wife is far advanced in pregnancy. The incidents of 
this play are very ill conducted with respect to 
VOT. YXII* 
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Wbicli others here but weakly counterfeit : 

If they are worth thy use, wear them ; if not, 
Bestow them on thy women. 

Zan. Here’s the husband ! 

Gom. While there is any trading on the sea, 
Thou shalt want nothing. ’Tis a soldier’s glory. 
However he neglect himself, to keep 
Ilis mistress in full lustre. 

’ Ori. You exceed, sir. 

• Gom. Yet there was one part of the prize dis- 
posed of ; 

Before I came, which I grieve that I miss’d of. 
Being almost assured, it would have been 
A welcome present. 

On. Pray you say, what was it ? 

Gom. ATurkish captive, of incomparable beauty. 
And, without question, in her country noble ; 
Which, as companion to thy faithful Moor, 

I would have given thee for thy slave. 

Ori. But was she, 

Of such an exquisite form ? . , 

Gom. Most exquisite. 

Ori. And well descended ? 

Gom. So the habit promised, 

In which she was taken. 

Ori. Of what years ? 

Gom. ’Tis said 

A virgin of fourtfeen. , > 

Ori. I pity her, " 

And wish she were mine, that I might have the 
means ' 

To entertain her gently. ' 

Gom. She’s now Miranda’s ; 

.^nd, as I have heard, made it her suit to be so. • 
Ori. Miranda’s ? then her fate deserves not pity, 
But envy rather. . , 

: Envy, Osiana 
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Ori. Yes, and their envy that live free. 

Gom. How’s this ? 

Ori. Why, she is fallen into the hands of one. 
So full of that which in men we style goodness, 
That, in her being his slave, she’s happier far 
Than if she were confirm’d the sultan’s mistress. 

Gom. Miranda is indeed a gentleman 
Of fair desert, and better hopes ; but yet 
He hath his equals. 

Ori. Where ? I would go far. 

As I am now, though much unfit for travels, 

But to see one that without injury 
Might be put in the scale', or parallel’d, 

In any thing that’s noble, with Miranda. ' 

His knowledge in all services of war, f ^ 

And ready courage to put into act 

That knowing judgment, as you are a soldier, 

You best may speak of ; nor can you deliver. 

Nor I hear with delight, a better subject. 

And Heaven did well, in such a lovely feature 
To place so chaste a mind j for he is of 
So sweet a carriage, such a winning nature. 

And such a bold, yet well-disposed behaviour; 
And, to all tliesC, has-such a chdmiiiig tongue. 
That, if lid would serve under Love’s fresh colours^ 
What monumental trophies might he raise 
Of his free conquests, made in ladies’ favours ! 

Gom. Yet you dfd resist- him, when he was 
An earnest sUitor to you ? 

Ori. Yes, I did ; 

And, if I were again sought to, I should ; 

But must ascribe it rather to the fate 
That did appoint me yours, than any power 
Which I can call mine own. 

Gom. Even so? 

Zan. Thanks, Fortune I ■ \_Aside, 

The plot I had to. raise in him fioubts of her 
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Thou Kast effected. 

Ori. I could tell you too. 

What cause I have to love him ; with what reason 
In thankfulness he may expect from me 
All due observance : but I pass that, as 
A benefit for which, in my behalt^ 

You are his debtor. 

Zm. I perceive it takes, 

By his changed looks. 

Ori. He is not in the city, 

Is he, my lord , . , _ ■ ' 

Goni. Who, lady ? I 
Ori. Why, Miranda: 

Having you here, can there be any else 
Worth niy enquiry ? , 

Gom. This is somewhat more 
Than love to virtue ! 

On. ’Faith, when he comes hither, .■ 

(As sometimes, without question, you shall meet 
him)” y 

Invite him home. 

Gom. To what end? 

Ori. To dine with us, 

Or sup. 

Gom. And then to take a hard bed with you ; 
Mean you not so ? 

Ori If you could win him to it, 

Twpuld be the better. For his entertainment, 
Leave that to me ; he shall find noble usage. 

And from me a free welcome. 

Gom. Have you never * . ^ 

Heard of a Roman lady,„Oriana, 

Remember’d as a precedent for matrons, 

(Chaste ones, I pray you understand) whose hus- 
band, ; . 

Tax’d for his sour breath by his enemy, 
Cohdeiau’d his wife for not acquainting him 
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With his infirmity ? 

Ori. ’Tis a common one : 

Her answer was, having kiss’d none but himj 
She thought it was a general disease 
All men were subject to. But what infer you 
From that, my lord ? 

Gom. Why, that this virtuous lady 
Had all her thoughts so fix’d upon her lord, 

That she’could find no spare time to sing praises 
Of any other ; nor would she employ ' 

Her husband (though perhaps in debt to years 
As far as I am) for an instrument 
To bring home younger men, that might delight 
her 

With their discourse, or— — 

Ori. What, my lord ? 

Gom. Their persons ; 

Or, if I should speak plainer 

Ori, No, it needs not ; 

You have said enough to make my innocence know 
It is suspected. 

Gom. You betray yourself 
To more than a suspicion ; Could you else, 

To xne, that live in nothing but love to you. 
Make such a gross, discovery, that your lust 
Had sold that heart, I thought mine, to Miranda? 
Or rise to such a height in impudence, 

As to presume to work my yielding weakness 
To play, for your bad ends, to my disgrace. 

The wittol,^ or the pander ? 

Ori. Do not study 

To print more wounds (for that were tyranny) 
Upon a heart that is pierced through already. 

s Wittol.'\ This woi'd denotes a cuckold who knows and sub* 

mits to Ills disgrace* „ 
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Gcmi. Tby heart? thou bast pierced tbrougb 
mine honour, false one, 

The honour of my house ! Fool that I was, 

To giv'e it up to the deceiving trust 
Of wicked woinati ! For thy sake, vile creature, 
For all I have done well in, in. my life, 

I have digg’d a grave, all buried in a wife ; 

For thee I have defied my constant mistress, 

That never faifd her servant, glorious War ; ^ 

For thee refused the fellowship of an order 
Which princes, through alldangersjhavebeen proud 
To fetch as far as from Jerusalem : 

And am I thus rewarded ? 

FeL By all goodness, 

You wrong my lady, and deserve her not, 

Wlien t'ou are at your best ! Repent your rashness : 
Twill shew well in you. . 

&n. Do, and ask, her pardon. 

Ori, No ; I have lived too long to have my faith, 
My tried faith, call’d in question, and by him 
That should know true atfection is too tender 
To suffer an unkind touch, without ruin. 

Study ingratitude, all, from my example ! 

For to be thankful now is to b’e false. 

But, be it so ; let me die^ I see you wish it ! | 

Yet dead, for truth and pities’ sake, report • 
What weapon you made choice of when you kill’d 
me. . ^ - 

She faints! 

Zan. What have you done ? 

Ori. My last breath cannot 
Be better spent, than to say I forgive you ; 

Nor is my death untimely, since with me 
I take along what might have been hereafter 
In scorn deliver’d for the doubtful issue 
Of»a suspected mothef, [She mmns. 
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Vel Oh, she’s gone ! 

Zan. For ever gone ! — Are you a man ? 

Gom. 1 grow here ! 

Zan. Open her mouth, and pour this cordial in it : 
if any spark of life be unquench’d in her. 

This will recover her. 

Vel. ’Tis all in vain ! 

She’s stiff already. Live I, and she dead ? 

'Gom. How like a murderer I stand !— Look up, 
And hear me curse myself, or but behold 
The vengeance I will take for’t, Oriana, 

And then in peace forsake me ! Jealousy, 

Thou loathsome vomit of the fiends below. 

What desperate hunger made me to receive thee 
Into my heart, and soul ? I’ll let thee forth, 

And so in death find ease ! And does my fault then 
Deserve no greater punishment? No ; I’ll live 
To keep thee for a fury to torment me, 

And make me know what hell is on the earth ! 
All joys and hopes forsake me ! all men’s malice, 
And all the plagues they can inflict, I wish it, 
Fall thick upon me ! let my tears be laugh’d at, 
And may mine enemies smile to hear me groan; 
And dead, may I be pitied of none! < • . 


SCENE ill. 


St Thomas’s Foft, A Room Norandine’s House. 

Luc. Pray you, sir, why was the ordnance of the 
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Discharged so suddenly ? 

CoL ’Twas the governor’s pleasure, 

In honour of the Dane ; a custom used. 

To speak a soldier’s welcome. 

Luc. ’Tis a fit one. 

But is my master here too? 

Col. Three days since. 

Luc. Might I demand without offence so much. 
Is’t pride in him (however now a slave) ' 

That I am not admitted to his presence ? 

Col. His courtesy to you, and to mankind, 

May easily resolve you, he is free 

From that poor vice which only empty men ^ 

Esteem a virtue. if* 

Ltic. What’s the reason then. 

As you imagine, sir r 

CoL Why, I will tell you : 

You are a woman of a tempting beauty. 

And he^ however virtuous, as a man,’ 

Subject to human frailties ; and how far 
They may prevail upon him, should he see you, 
He is not ignorant ; and therefore chuses 
With care to avoid the cause that may produce 
Some strange effect, which will not well keep rank 
With the rare temperance which is admired 
In his life hitherto. 

Luc. This much increases 
My strong desire to see him. ' ^ ' . 

Col. It should rather " 

Teach you to thank the prophet that you worship, 
That you are such a man’s, who, though he may 
Do any thing which youth and heat of blood 
Invites him to, yet dares not give way to them.‘v 
Your entertainment’s noble, and not like 
Your present fortune; and (if all those tears 
Which made grief lovely in you, in the relation 
Of the sad sto^ that forced me to. weep too, 
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Your husband’s hard fate, were not counterfeit) 
You should rejoice that you have means to pay 
A chaste life to his memory, and bring to him 
Those sweets, which while he lived he could not 
taste of : 

But if you wantonly bestow them on 
Another man, you.olFer violence 
To him, though dead ; and his grieved spirit will 
- suffer 

For your immodest looseness. 

Luc. Why, I hope, sir, 

My willingness to look on him to whom 
I owe my life and service, is no proof 
Of any unchaste purpose. ' 

Col. So I wish too . t ■■■¥'' 

And in the confidence it is not, lady, 

I dare the better tell you he will see you 
This night, in which by him I am commanded 
To bring you to his chamber ; to what end 
I easily should guess, were I Lucinda :® 

And therefore, though I can yield little reason 
(But in a general love to women’s goodness) 
Why . I. should be satender # your honour, : ’ 

I willinglyrWOiild bestow some counsel of you f / 
And would you follow it?’.-;-'-;.’,. ^ 

Luc. Let me first hear it, ^ ^ = 

And then I can resolve you. 

Col. My advice then 

Is, that you would not (as most ladies use. 

When they prepare themselves forsuch encounters) 
Study to add, by artificial dressings, 

To native excellence j yours, without help. 

But seen as it is now, would make a hermit 

6 to wimt end > ' ' 

I easily should guess, mre I Miranda.] Corrected by Symp- 
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Leave his death’s head, and change his after-hopes 
Of endless comforts, for a few short minutes 
Of present pleasures ; to prevent which, lady, 
Practise to take away from your perfections, 

And to preserve your chastity unstain’d : 

The most deform’d shape that you can put on. 
To cloud your body’s fair gifts, or your mind’s, 
(It being labour’d to so chaste an end) 

Will prove the fairest ornament. 

Luc. To take from 

The workmanship of Heaven is an offence 
As great as to endeavour to add to it ; 

Of which I’ll not be guilty. Chastity, 

That lodges in deformity, appears rather 
A mulct imposed by Nature, than a blessing ; 
And ’tis commendable only when it conquers, 
Though ne’er so oft assaulted, in resistance : 

For me, I’ll therefore so tiispose myself, 

That if I hold out it shall be with honour; 

Or if I yield, Mirada shall find something 
To make him love his victory. * . ' [Edit 

Col. With what cunning 
This woman argues for her own damnation ! 

Nor should I hold it for a miracle, 

Since they are all born sophisters, to maintain 
That lust is lawful, and the end and use 
Of their creation. ’Would 1 never had 
Hoped better of her, or could not believe, 
Though seen, the ruin I must ever grieve ! (E,viL 
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SCENE IV. 


Another in the samei 


Enter Miranda, Norandime, Serwnts mth 
lights. 

, Mir. I’il see you in your chamber. 

Nor. Pray you no further ! 

It is a ceremony I expect not : 

I am no stranger here ; I know my lodging, 

And have slept soundly there, when the Turks* 
cannon 

Play’d thick upon it : Oh, ’twas royal music ! 
And to procure a sound sleep for a soldier, 
Worth forty of your fiddles. As you love me, 

: Press]® ft 

Mih You will overc^me.rr- “ 

Wait on him carefullyl' ■ ■ ^ : 

Nor. I have took, since supper, 

A rouse or two too much,’ an® by the gods, 

^ A rouse.] This seems in general to signify what we now call, 
m chearful glass» — It is a word which frequently occurs, but not 
always in the same sense : Fore Heaven, they have given me a 
rouse already,” says Cassio in Othello, act iii. sc. iii. and Mr Stee* 
Tens says, that “ a rouse appears to be a quantity of liquor rather 
too large and, in proof of it, cites Hamlet and the following 
passage in The Christian Turned Turk, : 

— - our friends may tell 
We drank a rouse to them.^^ 

But neither this passage nor that in the textwwarrants Steevens^s eN> 



It warms my blood. 

3Iir. You’ll sleep tbe better for’t. 

Nor. Pox on’t, I should, had but I a kind wencli 
To puli my boot-hose off, and warm my night-cap; 
There’s no charm like it. I love ohi Adam's way; 
Give me a diligent Eve, to wait towards bed-time ! 
Hang up your smooth-chin page ! And, now 1 think 
on’t, 

Wliere is your Turkish prisoner ? 

Jlir. In the castle ; 

But yet I never saw her. 

Nor. Fy upon you ! 

See her, for shame ! or, hark you ; if you would 
Perform the friend’s part to me, the friend’s part, 
It being a fashion of the last edition, 

Far from panderism, now send her to me. 

You look strange on’t!® No entertainment’s per- 
fect 

planation tm too much implies that a rone is nut 

in itself too much, no more than' if, we were to sa^ a gims or two 
too mneh**— Ed, 177‘S* ’ , 

A rouse signified, as has been observed bcforei a certain 
tity of liquor, about a pint, as well as a drunken debauch* In the 
former sense it occurs in Massinge/s Duke of Milan> and in Mr 
Gifibrd's edition (voL I. p. 239, ) the reader may liacl, a fall illus- 
tration of the term. 

^ Nor. You look sirmge 

Without it mi mori^ no imrf Mke ’ 


■ TUteliher 
Jsfor 

which I have recovered hm the oldest date, is no| i& 

be found in the »■ hut I must confess I cloif t 

Understand the Iili'|;|r,pari'd#^l«p€cch any more than I know the 
reason why th^:ediiem8i'-#f-life, of 1679 nnd 17U thought 

^ The second folio are cer-- 

the words were crossed in the prompter's 
the’ editors profess to ha?© 
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Without it, on my word, no livery like it ! 
ril tell her he looks for it as duly 
As for bis fee. There’s no suit got without it; 
Gold is an ass to’t-: 

Mir. Go to bed, to bed ! 

2Vor. Well, if she come, I doubt not toconvert 
her; 

If not, the sin lie on your head ! — Good night ! 

' Noeandine and Servants. 

Enter Colonna and Lucinda. 

Col. There you shall find hitn, lady : You know 
what I have said, ' 

And if you please you may make use. 

Luc. No doubt, sir. * 

Col. From hence I shall hear all. [He retires. 
Mir. Come hither, young one. — 

Beshrew my heart, a handsome wench! — Come 
nearer. 

A very handsome one I — Do not you grieve, sweet, 
You are a prisoner ? 

Lue. The loss of liberty, . . . 

No dcubt, sir, is. a heavy and sharp burden 
To them that feel it truly ; But your servant, 

Your humble handmaid, never felt that rigour; 

printed all the passages omitted in the representation) without 
sufficient accuracy, as they may have been rendered almost ilie- 
, gible. For this reason we may suppose the omission of a whole 
line, or, adopt the suggestion of Mason, which is a very piausibie 
one; He supposes the three first words to be corrupt, apd pro* 
poses to read as follows ; 

Your Iwmytr^ he looks for it as duly € 

As for fos fee- - . 

The words, There’s no suit got without certainly support 
this conjecture. The passage is, however, left to the option of the 
reader. ' - 
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Thanks to that noble will ! No want, no hunger 
(Companions still to slaves) no violence, 
isjor any unbeseeming act we start at, 

Have I yet met with ; All content and goodness, 
Civility, and sweetness of behaviour, 

Dwell round about me; therefore, worthy master, 
I cannot say I grieve my liberty. 

Jfir. Do not you fancy me too cold a soldier, 
Too obstinate an enemy to youth, 

That had so fair a jewel in my cabinet, 

And in so long a time would ne’er look on it ? 
CoL What can she say now ? 

Luc. Sure, I desired to see you ; 

And with a longing wish 

Col. There’s all her virtue. 

Luc. Pursuedthat full desire, to give you thanks, 
sir, 

The only sacrifice I have left, and service, 

For all the virtuous care you have kept me safe 
with, * 

Col. She holds well ^et, . * , 

Jfir. The pretty fool speaks finely 
Come, sit down here. 

Luc. Oh, sir, ’tis most unseemly. 

Mir. I’ll have it so ; sit close. Now tell me 
truly, 

Did you e’er love yet r 
Luc. My tears will answer that, sir.® 

Jfir. And did you then love truly ? 

Luc. So. I thought, sir. 

Jfir. Can you love me so ? 

Col. Now! 

Luc. With all my duty ; 

I were unworthy of those favours else, 

' 

w.] Corrected from S^-mpson's 
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You daily shower upon me. 

Jfir. What think’st thou of me ? , . 

Zuc. I think you are a truly worthy gentlemauj 
A pattern, and a pride, to the age you live in. 
Sweet as the commendations all men give you. 
JlZir. A pretty flattering rogue ! — Dare you hiss 
that sweet man 

You speak so. sweetly of.^ Come. 

Qol Farewell, virtue ! 

Jfir. What hast thou got between thy lips?-— 
Kiss once more. — 

Sure thou hast a spell there ! 

Luc. More than e’er I knew, sir. 

Col. All hopes go now! ' 

Mir. I must tell you a thing in your ear; and 
you must hear me, 

And hear me willingly, and grant me so too ; 
’Twill not be worth my asking else. 

Luc. It must be 

A very hard thing, sir, and from my power, 

I shall deny your goodness. 

Mir. Tis a good wench ! 

I must lie with you, lady«'>,:, y , 

Luc. ’Tis something strange' 3 -V'.‘-i;' ■ •, 
For yet in all my life I knew; no bedfellow. 

Mir. You’ll quickly find/that knowledge. - 
Luc. To what end, sir ? 

Mh\ Art thou so innocent thou canst not guess 

at it 1 ■ ‘ 

Did thy dreams ne’er direct thee ? 

Luc. ’Faith, none yet, sir. 

Mir. I’ll tell thee then : 1 would meet thy youth, 
and pleasure ; 

Give thee my youth for that, (by Heaven, she fires 
, , me 1) ’ • 

And teach thy fair white arms, like wanton ivies, 
A thousand new embraces. , 
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Ljjsc. Is that ail, sir ? 

Atul say I should try, may not we lie quietly ? 
Upon my conscience, 1 could ! 
jWi\ That’s as we make it. 

Luc. Grant that that likes you best, what would 

f ou do then ? 

hat would I do? Certainly I am no baby, 
Nor brought up for a nun. Hark in thine ear ! 
Luc. Fy, fy, sir ! ... 

Mir. I would get a brave boy on thee, 

A warlike boy. 

Luc. Sure we shall get ill Christians. 

Mir. Well mend ’em in the breeding then. 
Lac, Sweet roaster ! 

Col Never belief in woman come near me more ! 
Lac. My best and noblest sir, if a poor virgin 
(For yet, by Heaven, 1 am so) should chance so far 
(Seeing your excellence, and able sweetne.ss) 

To forget herselfVand slip into your bosom, 

Or to your bed, out qf a doting on you, 

(Take it the best way) have you that cruel heart, 

That murdering mind, to 

Mir. Yes, by my troth, sweet, have I, 

To lie with her. 

Lac. And do you think it well done ? 

Mir, That’s as she'll think when ’tis done. Come 
/..yy'"-;--' to bed, wench ! 

For so pretty, and so witty a companion, 

■ ■' , let me go, , , ■ , 

Sir,''aod ifc^'^etteron’t ’ 

Jfir. rfaitht' thou shalt not ! 

I warrant thee, I’ll think on’t. 

Luc. Fve heard ’em say here, ; 

You are a maid too. 
yrwJ/ifV. I am sure I am, wench, 
fhee.. 
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ZfUC. I have seen a wonder ! 

And would you lose that, for a little wantonness, 
(Consider, my sweet master, like a man, now) 

For a few honied kisses, slight embraces, 

That glory of your youth ? that crown of sweetness 
Can you deliver? that unvalued treasure 
Would you forsake, to seek your own dishonour,? 
What gone, no age recovers, nor repentance? 

To a poor, stranger r 

(Col. Hold there, again thou art perfect ! 

Luc. I know you do but try me. 

JMir. And I know 

I’ll try you a great deal further. Pr’ythee, to bed ! 
I love thee, and so well — Come, kiss me once more ! 
Is a maidenhead ill bestow’d o’ me ? 

Luc. What’s this, sir? [Taking hold ^ Ms cross*, 
Mir. Why, ’tis the badge, my sweet, of that holy 
• order 

I shortly must receive, the Cross of Malta. 

Luc. What virtue has it ? 

Mir. All that we call virtuous. 

Luc. Who gave it first ? 

Mir. He that gave all, to save us. 

Luc, Why then, ’tis holy too ? 

. A/?r. True sign of holiness ; 

The badge of all his soldiers that profess him. 

Luc. The badge of all his soldiers that profess 
him ? 

Can it save in dangers ? 

Mir. Yes. 

Luc. In troubles, comfort ? 

il£«V.h. You say true, sweet. , 

Luc. In sickness, restore health ? 

Mir. All this it can do. 

Luc. Preserv’e from evils that alSict our frailties ? 
Mir. [Aside.] I hope she will be Christian.—- 
All these truly. , 
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■ „ i«c, , WBy . are .yow.sick tlien, sick,to death .with 
lust? 

In danger to be lost ? no holy thought 
In all that heart? Nothing but wand’ring frailties, 
Wild as the wind, and blind as death or ignorance, 
Inhabit there. 

Jfir. Forgive me, Heaven ! she says true. 

Dare you profess that badge, prophane 
that goodness 

Col Thou hast redeem’d thyself again, most 
rarely ! 

Zm, That holiness and truth you make me won- 
der at ? 

Hast all the bounty Heaven gives ? that remem- 
brance — 

Col Oh, excellent woman !‘ 

Zuc, Fling it from you quickly, 

If you he thus resolved ; I see a virtue ‘ 
Ajppear in’t like a sword, both edges flaming, 
Thatwill consume you, and your thoughts, toashes. 
Let them profess if that are pure, and noble, 
Gentle, and just of thought, that build the Cross, 
Not those that break it ! By Heaven, if you touch 
me, 

Even in the act. I’ll make that Cross, and curse you. 

JItfir. You shall not, fair: Ididdissemblewithyou, 
And but to try your faith I fashion’d all this. 

Yet something you provoked me. This fair Cross, 
By me (if, he but please to help first gave it) 
Shall ne’er be worn upon a heart corrupted. 

Go to your rest, my modest, -honest servant, 

My fair and vittuous maid, and sleep secure there ; 
For when you suffer, I forget this sign here. 

Col A man of men too! Oh, most perfect gen- 
tleman I 

'rj^iZuc, All sweet rest to you, sir! lamhalfaChris- 

... 
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The other half I’ll pray for ; then for you, sir. 
Mir. This is the foulest play I’ll shew. Good- 
night, sweet! [Exeunt-. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


, J. Cave.i , 

Mountfereat is discovered lying on the Ground, 
with Rocca. 

Mountf. The sun’s not set yet ? 

Rocca. No, sir. 

Mountf. ’Would it were, 

Never to rise again to light the world ! 

And?;^t to Whi^t tain purpose; do I wish it. 

Since, though I were environ’d with thick mists, 
filacic as Cymerian darkness, or my crimes, 

There is that here, upon which, as an anvil, 

Ten thousand hammers strike, and every spark, 
They force from it, to me’s another sun 
To light me to my shame ? 

Rocca. Take hope and comfort. 

Mountf. They are aids indeed, hut yet as far 
from me 

As I from being innocent. This cave, fashion’d 
IBy provident Nature in this solid rock. 

To be a den for beasts, alone receives me ; 

And having proved an enemy tfi ma,nkind. 

All human helps forsake me. 


Mmca, rn ne’er leave you ; 

And wisli you would call back that noble courage, 
That old invincible fortitude of yours. 

That used to shrink at nothing. 

Mount/ Then it did not ; 

But ’twas when I was honest ! Then, in the height 
Of all my happiness, of all my glories, 

Of all delights that made life precious to me, 

I durst die, Rocca ! Death itself then to me . 

-Was nothing terrible, because I knew 
The fame of a good knight would ever live 
Fresh on my memory : But since I fell 
From my integrity, and dismiss’d those guards, 
Those strong assurances of innocence ; 

That constancy fled from me ; and, what’s worse, 
Now i am loathsome to myself, and life 
A burden to me ; rack’d with sad remembrance 
Of wbat I have done, and my present horrors 
TJnsufferable to me ; tortured with despair 
That I shall ne’er find mercy ; hell about me, 
Behind me, and before me ; yet I dare not, 

Still fearing worse, put oflT my wretched being ! 

Rocca. To see this would deter a doubtful man ; 
From mischievous intents, much more the practice > , 
Of what is wicked. i 

Enter Zanthia, '• / 

Here’s the Moor ; look up, sir ! . i 

Some ease may come from her. i 

Mountf. New trouble rather, ; 

And I expect it. 

Zan. Who is this ? Mountferrat ? » : 

Rise up, for shame 1 and, like a river dried up » ! 

With a long drought, from me, your bounteous sea, 
Receive those tides of comfort that flow to you. 

If everT ;'tp.p]fc5d; Invely ; if desert 
„€oul,de^fr;;(^||iehge welcome; if revenge, 
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And unexpected wreak, were ever pleasing, 

Or could endear the giver of such blessings ; 

All these I come adorn’d with, and, as due. 

Make challenge of those so-long-wish’d embraces, 
Which you, unkind, have hitherto denied me. 
Mountf. Why, what have you done for me ? 

Zan. Made Gomera 

As truly miserable, as you thought him happy ; 
Could you wish more ? ^ 

As if his sickness could 
Recover me ! The injuries I received 
Were Oriana’s. 

Zan. She has paid dear for them ; 

She’s dead. * 

Mountf. How 1 ». 

Zan. Dead ; my hate could reach no further. 
Taking advantage of her in a swoon, 

Under pretence to give a cordial to her, 

I poison’d her. — What stupid dulness is this ? 
What you should entertain with sacrifice, 

Can you receive so coldly ? 

Mountf. Bloody deeds , , 

Are grateful offerings, pleasing to the devil 
a And thou, in thy black shape, and blacker actions, . 
Being hell’s perfect character,’ art delighted 
To do what I, though infinitely wicked. 

Tremble to hear. Thou hast, in this, ta’en from me 
All means to make amends, with penitence. 

To her wropg’d virtues, and despoil’d me of 
The poor remainder of that hope was left me. 

For all I have already, or must suffer. 

Zan. I did it for the best. 

. Mountf. For thy worst ends ! 

And be assured, ‘but that I think to kill thee 

^ And ihou^ in thy hlacic shape^ and bladder actions^ 

Being hell's perfect character*] Character means herej stamp ^ 
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Would but prevent wbat thy despair must force 
thee 

To do unto thyself, and so to add to 
Tliy most assured damnation, thou wertdead now. 
JUit, get thee from my sight ! and if lust of me 
Bid ever fire thee (love I cannot call it) 

Leap down from those steep rocks, or take advam 
tage 

Of the next tree to hang thyself, and then 
I may laugh at it.- 

Zm. In the mean time, I must 
Be bold to do so much for you : Ha, ha ! 

Mountf. Why grinnest thou, devil ? 

Zan That ’tis ift my power 
To punish thy ingratitude. I made trial 
But how you stood affected, and since I know 
I am used only for a property, 

I can and will revenge it to the full : 

For understand, in thy contempt of me. 

Those hopes of Otjana, which I could 
Have changed to certainties, are lost foj 
Mount/. Why, lives she ? 

Zan. Yes ; but never to Mountferrat, 
Although it is in me, with as much ease 
To give her freely up to thy possession, 

As to remove this rush; which yet despair of: 
For, by my much- wrong’d love, fli^tery , nor threats, 
Tears, prayers, nor vows, shall ever win m© to it : 
So, with my curse, I leave thee I , ' 

Mmtstf, FFythee, stay ! 

Thou know’stT dote on theej, and yet thou art 
So peevish, and perverse, so apt to take 
Trifles unkindly from me— — - 
Zan. To persuade me 

To break my neck, to hang, then damn myself, 
Wife; are -triffgsi/ 

^•'M(^gf.;;’Tw|s;my melancholy 

That madejBie speak I know not what ; Forgive i 
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I will redeem my fault. 

Rocca. Believe him, lady. 

Mountf. A thousand times I will demand thy 
pardon, 

And keep the reckoning on thy lips with kisses. 
Zan. There’s something else, that would prevail 
more with me. 

Momtf. Thou shalt have all thy wishes : Do but 
bless me 

With means to satisfy my mad desires 
For once in Oriana, and for ever 
I am thine, only thine, my best Abdella ! 

Zant Were I assured of this^and that you would, 
Having enjoy’d her-r — 

Mountf, Anything! make choice of 
Thine own conditions. 

Zan. Swear then, that perform’d, 

(To free me from all doubts and fears hereafter) 
To give me leave to kill her. 

Mountf. That our safety 
Must of necessity urge us to. 

Zan. Then know, 

It was not ppi^n, .but a sleepipg potion. 

Which she received ; yet of sufficient strength 
So to bind up her senses, that no sign 
Of life appeared in her ; and thus thought dead. 
In her best habit,* as the custom is 
(You know) in Malta, with all ceremonies 
She’s buried in her family’s monument. 

In the temple of St John : I’ll bring you thither, 
Thus, as you are disguised. Some six hours hence 
The potion will leave working. 

Rocca. Let us haste then. 

Mountf, Be my good aUgel ; guide me I 

® In her best habit, &c.} This speech tears an obvious simili- 
tude to one of Friar Laurence in Skakspeare’s Eomeo and J uliet. 
—Ed. 1778. ' 
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Ean. But remember 
You keep your oath. 

Mmmtf. As I desire to prosper 
In what I undertake ! 

Zan, I ask no more. [Exeunt, 


SCENE 11. 


A Church. 


Etiier Miranda, Norandine, and Coionna. 

CoL Here, sir ; I have got the key : I borrow’d it 
Of him that keeps the church ; the door is open. 
Mir. Look to the horses then, and please the 
fellow. 

After a few devotions, I’ll retire. 

Be not far off ; there may be some use of you. 
Give me the light. Come, friend, a few good 
prayers 

Were not bestow’d in vain now, even from you, sir ; 
Men, that are bred in blood, have no way left ’em, 
No bath, no purge, no time to%ear it out 
Or 'wash it off, but penitence and prayer. 

I hth to take the order ; and my youth ■ 
lidadeh, I must confess, with many follies. 

Circled arid totihd about with sins as many 
As in the house of memory live figures. 

My heart I'll open noWj my faults confess, 

And rise a new man, Heaven, I hope, to a new life.” 

•Nor. I have no great devotion, at this instant} 
Briri for a prayer ,or;two, I will not out, sir. 
Holdup ;^nr ria|er when you have pray’d enough. 
", that end. [Kneeis, 
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Nor. I shall never pray alone sure, I have been 
so used to answer the clerk. ’Would I had a 
cushion, for I shall never make a good hermit, 
and kneel till my knees are horn ; these stones 
are plaguy hard ! — ^Where shall 1 begin now ? for 
if I do not observe a method, I shall be out pre- 
sently. 

On. Oh, oh ! 

Nor. What’s that, sir ? Did you hear ? 

Mir. Ha ? to your prayers ! 

Nor. ’Twas hereabouts i It has put me clean 
awry now j 

I shall ne’er get in again ! Ha ! “ by land, 

And water, all children and all women 
Ay, there it was I left. 

On. Oh, oh ! 

Nor. Never tell me, sir ! 

Here’s something got amongst us, 

Mir. I heard a groan, 

A dismal one. 

On. Oh, oh! 

Nor. Here, ’tis here, sir, ’tis here, sir ! 
A^ev'.ilin the, wall-’ , 

•'.'Mir. ’Tis 'some illusion ' 

To fright us from devotion., , ", ' . ; 

Ori. Oh, oh ! , , 

Nor. Why, ’tis here ; 

The spirit of a Dutchman choak’d with butter.^ 
Here’s a new tomb, new trickments'^ too. 

Mir. For certain. 

This has not been three days here. 

Nor. And a tablet . . 

2 ckoak*d wiihhntterJi As I can see 

no Immour in a himtsman^s being choak*d with butter^ I make no 
doubt of its being a corruption for Dutchman^ wbo are always 
laugbM at for' eating such quantities of oil'd butter#-— Sewrc?. 

^ TrkkmentSfl Decorations, adornments* 
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Witli rhymes upon’t. 

Mii\ I pr’ythee read ’em, Noraiidinc. 

Nor. An epi — an epi — taph, I think ’tis ; ay, ’tis 
taph ! 

An epitaph upon the most excel — excel — lent — 
and — 

Mir. Thou canst not read. 

Nor. I have spoil’d mine eyes with gunpowder. 
Mir. [iSeud?,] An epitaph upon the most vir- 
" tuous and excellent lady, 

The honour of chastity, Oriana. 

Nor. The Grand-master’s sister? how a devil 
came she here ? 

When slipt she out o’ th’ way ? The stone’s but 
half upon her. 

3Ib\ It is a sudden change I — Certain the mis- 
chief 

Mountferrat offer’ d to her broke her heart-strings. 
Nor. ’Would be were here! I would be the clerk 
myself,. • 

And, by this little lighi''t‘'wou^;%5y,b||p..,tEve 
here. ’ ' 

Here’s no lamenting now. 

Ori. Oh, oh ! 
iVor. There ’tis. 

Jf/r. Sure from 

The monument ! the very stone groans for her. 
Oh, dear lady, blessingof women, virtue of thy sex ; 
How art thod ‘set for ever, how stol’n from us ! , 
Babbling and prating now converse with women. 
Nor, Sir, if rises ; it looks up ! 

[She rises vpfrom a trnnh, 
Mir. Heaven bless us 1 ’ 

Nor. It is iu woman’s clothes. -It rises higher. 
Mir. It looks about, and wonders : Sure slje lives, 
sir ! ' 

’Tis she, that lady. 
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iVbn Shall I go to her ? 

Ori. Where am I ? 

Miv. Stand still. 

On. What place is this ? 

Nor. She is as live as I am. 

Or/. What smell of earth, and rotten bones ? 
what dark place ? 

Lord, whither am I carried ? 

Nor. How she Stares, 

And sets her eyes upon him ! 

Mir. How is’t, dear lady ? 

Do you know me ? — how she shakes,! 

‘ On. You are a man. 

Mb'. A man that honours you. 

On. A cruel man ; 

Ye are all cruel ! Are you in your grave too ? 

For there’s no trusting cruel man, above ground. 

■ Nor'. By’r lady, that goes hard ! 

J//r. To do you service, 

And to restore you to the joys you were in 

On. I was in joys indeed, and hope 

Mir. She sinks again.l 

Agaiin she’s gone, she’s go&e, gone as a shadow! 
She sinks for ever, friend ! 

' No7\ She is cold now j 

She is certainly departed : I must cry too. 

‘ Mir. The blessed angels guide thee I Put the 
stone to. 

Peauty, thou art gone to dust, goodness to ashes ! 

■ Nor. Pray take it well ; 'we must all have oui\ 

hours, sir. 

Mir. Ay, thus we are; and all our painted glory 
A bubble that a boy blows into the air, 

And there it breaks. 

Nor. I am glad you saved her honour yet. 

’Would 1 had saved her life now too ! Oh, . 
Heaven, ' ' ' 
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For such a blessing, such a timely blessing i 
Oh, triend, what dear content ’twould be, what 
story 

To keep my name from worms ! 

OrL Oh, oh ! 

Nor. She lives again ! 

’T\vas but a trance. 

Mir. Pray you call my man in presently.. 

Help with the stone first ! Oh, she stirs again !' 
Oh. call my man ! away ! 

Nor. I fly, I fly, sir I 

Mir. Upon my knees, oh, Heaven, oh, Heaven, 
1 thank thee ! 

The living heat steals into every member. 

Enter Colon A Norandine. 

Come, help the coffin out softly, and suddenly ! 
;Where Ts^ thhcleikl 

Cb/. ; Drunk"a&bvii^^;is:’sure:,s»^^^^^ 

-Sirrah,: you- mhsl'®ej^let*i|4ssMi^^ 
Col. As your soul, sir. 

Mir. Softly, good friend! take her into your 
arms. 

Nor. Put in the crust again. 

A/ir. And bring her out there. When I am 
a-horseback, 

My man and I will tenderly conduct her , . , 
Unto the fort ; stay you, and watch what issue, 
And what inquiry’s for the body. 

Nor. Well, sir? 

Mir. And when you have done, come back to me. 
Nor I will : 

Mir. Softly, oh, softly! j- 

Nor, She grows warmer still, sir, , , 

Col. What shall J do with the key ? . 

. Mir, Thou cahs^hot stir now ; 
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Leave it i’ the door. Go, get the horses ready. 

[Eweunt. 

Enter Eocca, Mountfeeeat, tfwc? Zanthia 
a dark-lanthorn. 

Rocca. The door’s already open, the key in it. 
Mountf. What were those past by ? 

Rocca.. Some scout of soldiers, I think. 

Mountf. It may be well so, for 1 saw their horses : 
They saw not us, I hope. 

■ Zaw. No, no, we were close ; 

Beside, they were far off. 

Mountf What time of night is’t .? 

Zan. Much about twelve, I think. 

Rocca. Let me go in first ; 

For, by the leaving open of the door here. 

There may be somebody in the church. Give me 
the lanthorn. 

Zan. You’ll love me now, I hope. 

Mountf Make that good to me 
Your promise is engaged for. 

Ready prepared ; /^d much about this time 

Rocca. Come in ; all’s sure ; 

Not a foot stirring, nor a tongue. 

Mountf. Heaven bless me ! 

I never enter’d, with such unholy thoughts. 

This place before. ■ 

-Zan'.' You are a fearful fool ! 

If men have appetites allowed ’em, 

And warm desires, are there not ends too for ’em? 
. Mountf Whither shall we carry her ? / V, 

•iilRucea.:;: WhyJ:% :fhe barkj's]||s 
I have provided one already waits Us : . 

The wind stands wond’rons fairioo for our passage. 
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Zan. And there, when you have enjoy’d her, (for 
you have that liberty) 

Let me alone to send her to feed fishes S 
I’ll no more sighs for her. 

Mountf. Where is the monument ? 

Thou art sure she will awake abo^t this time ? 
Zan. Most sure, 

If she be not knockt o* th’ head. Give me the 
lanthorn i • . 

Here ’tis. — How is this ? the stone off? 

Rocca. Ay, and nothing 

Within the raonumeht, that’s worse ; no body, ‘ 
I am sure of that, nor sign of any here, 

But an empty coffin. 

Mountf. No lady ? 
i?occ«. No, nor lord, sir ; 

This pie has been cut up before. 

Zan. Either the devil 
Must do these tricks— — 

Mountf. Or thoui ;d|mned one, worse ! 

Thou black swoln pi tdiy cloud of all 
Thou night-hag, gotten when the 
suffer’d, 

Thou hell itself confined in flesh, what trick now? 
Tell me, and tell me quickly, what thp mischief 
Has done with her, and to what end, and whither 
Thou hast removed her body; or, by this holy place, 
This sword shall cut thee into thousand pieces, 

A thousand thousand, stfew; thee o’er the teihple, 
A sacrifice to thy blacfeire, the devil ! 

Rocca. Tell him ; you see he’s angry. 

Let him burst! ^ 

Neither his sword nor anger do I shake at; ‘ * 
Nor will yield, to feed his poor suspicions, ■ 

His idle jealousies, and mad-dogs*^ heats, 

One thought against myself. You have done a 
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A manly, and a valiant piece of service, 

When you have kill’d me ! reckon’t amongst your 
battles ! 

I am sorry you are so poor, so weak a gentleman, 
Able to stand no fortune : I dispose of her ? 

My mischief make her away ? a likely project, 

I must play booty against myself ! If any thing 
cross ye, 

I am the .devil, and the devil’s heir; 

All plagues, all mischiefs 

Mount/, Will you leave, and do yet ? 

Zan. I have done too much, 

Far, far too much, for such a thankless fellow ! 

If I be devil, you created me : ' ' 

I never knew those arts, nor bloody practices, 
(Plague o’ your cunniiig heart, that mine of mis- 
chief !) 

Eefore your flatteries won ’em into me. — 

Here did I leave her, leave her with that certainty 
About this hour to wake again. 

Mountf. Where is she ? 

This is the last demand. 

I :DiA ImpWvkpb^Tlf;^ 

And were I sure this were my latest minute, 

I would not tell thee ? Strike, and then I’ll curse 
thee. 

Mocca. I see a light. Stand close, and leave your 
' angers ! ^ 

We all miscarry else. 

Mnter Gomera, and Page mth a Torch, 

Zan. I am now careless. . 

. Mountf. Peace, pr’y thee peace, sweet I peace ! 
all friends I \ , 

Zan, Stand close then, - 


Gom; Wait there, boy, irith the light, ’till I call 
to thee. — 

In darkness was my soul and senses clouded 
When my fair jewel fell, the night of jealousy 
In all her blackness drawn about my judgment; 
No light was let into me, to distinguish 
Betwixt my sudden anger and her honour : 

A blind sad pilgrimage shall be my penance ; 

No comfort of the day will I look up at; 

Far darker than my jealous ignorance. 

Each place of my abode shall be ; my prayers 
No ceremonious lights shall set olF more ; 

Bright arms, and all that carry lustre, life. 
Society, and solace, I forsake ye ! 

And were it not once more to see her beauties, 
(For, in her bed of death, she must be sweet still) 
And on her cold sad lips seal my repentance, 
Thou child of Heaven, fair light, I could not miss 
thee.* 

Mount/. I know 'j|he tongue : ’Would I were 
out again _ fc- ■=• 

I have done him too much wrong to 
Zan. There is no shifting now ; Boldness and 
confidence 

Must carry it now away : He’s but one neither. 
Naked as you are, of a strength far under. 
Mount/. But he has a cause above me ! 

Zan, That’s as you handle it. 

Iloccti, Peace! he may go again, and never see us. 
Gom, I feel I weep apace ; but where’s the iioed, 


* Thm chili of Heaven, fair light, t vmld not miss The 
plain meaning of the passage, it Js so plain that it hardly 

deserves any explanation, is this-~“ Were it not to see (icr beauties 
once more, and to seal the kiss of repentance, I should not evert 
miss, or feel the want of light, the child of Ileaven,” Seward and 
Sympson propose moist wanton and needless alterations. 
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The torrent of my tears, to drown my fault in ? 

I would I could now, like a loaclen cloud, 
Begotten in the moist south, drop to nothing ! 
Give me the torch, boy. 

Rocca. Now he must discover us. 

Zan. He has already. — Never hide your head ; 

Be bold and brave ! If we must die, together 

Gom. Who’s there ? what friend to sorrow ? — 
The tomb wide open ? 

The stone off too ? the body gone, by Heaven ! . 
Look to the door, boy ! keep it fast ! — Who are ye ? 
What sacrilegious villains ? — False Mountferrat, 
The wolf to honour ! has thy hellish hunger 
Brought thee to tear the body out o’ th’ tomb too ? 
Has thy foul mind so far wrought on thee? — Ha! 
Are you there too ? Nay, then I spy a villainy 
I never dream’d of yet. Thou sinful usher, 

Bred from that rottenness, thou bawd to mischief, 
Do you blush through all your blackness ? will not 
that hide it ? 

Zmi. I cannot speak. 

Gom. You are well met, with your dam, sir. 
Art thou a knight? did ever on that sword 
The Christian cause sit nobly? could that band 

Guided by fame and fortune ? that heart inflame 
thee, 

With virtuous fires of valour ? To fall otf. 

Fall off so suddenly, and with such foulness. 

As the false angels did, from all their glory ! 
Thou artno knight ! Honour thou never heardst of. 
Nor brave desires could ever build in that breast! 
Treason, and tainted thoughts, are . all the gods 
Thou worship’s!, all the strength thou hast, and 
fortune ! ; ; 

Thou didst things out of fear, and false heart, vil- 
lain, , 
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Out of close traps and treacheries ; they have rais’d 
thee. 


Ufotinif. Thou ravest, old mart. 

Gom. Before thou get’st off from me, 

Hadst thou the glory of thy first fights on thee, 
(Which thou hast basely lost) thy noblest fortunes, 
And in their greatest lustres, I would make thee, 
Before we part, confess (nay, kneel, and do it, 
Nay, crying kneel, coldly, tor mercy, crying). 
Thou art the recreant’st rogue time ever nourish’d ; 
Thou art a dog, I will make thee swear, a dog 
staved,'* 

A mangy cur dog ! Do you creep behind the altar? 
Look how it sweats, to shelter such a rascal ! 
First, witli thy venomous tooth infect her chaste 
life, . 


And then not dare to do ? next, rob her rest, 

Steal her dead body out o’ th’ grave 

Mount/. I have not. 

Gam. Pr’ythee, come out ; (this is no place to 
quarrel in)^ 

Valiant Mountferrat, come ! " v , 

Moiinif. I will not stir, ; 

Gom. Thou hast thy sword about thee, 


^ Thou art a dog^ Til make tkee swear a dog ,2 Thcj first folio 
copy has 411 addition to this verse, which is wrote there thus : 

Til make thee smear a dog staved ; 

But what business staved has here I can^t discover ; a staved dog^ 
tn the bear-garden language, 1 believe, is no more than a dog la-* 
hen off the. hear, by wrenching his mouth open to make him leave 
his hold* Possibly the poets might have wrote it thus, a dog starv'iy 
and then a mangy cur clog* may follow agreeably mimgh.’^Sympscnu 
Syropson^s explanation .of is so far correct; but it may 
' ' ' also bear the sense of, beaten with staves ;*and, as this epithet; is by 
';;uo\means inapplicable to the 'context, I have restored the word 
' from the first folio* 
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That good sword that ne’er fail’d thee : Pr’ythee 
come ! 

We’ll have but five strokes for it. On, on, boy ’ 
Here is one would fain be acquainted with thee, 
Would wond’rous fain cleave that calf’s head of 
yours, sir; 

Come, pr’ythee let’s dispatch ! the moon shines 
finely : 

Pr’ythee', be kill’d by me ! thou wilt be bang’d else ; 
But, it may be, thou longest to be hang’d. 

Rocca. Out with him, sir ! 
you shall have my sword too; when he’s dis- 
patch’d once. 

We have the world before us. 

Gom. Wilt thou walk, fellow } 

I never knew a rogue hang arse-ward so. 

And such a desperate knave too. 

Zan, Pray go with him ! 

Something I’ll promise too. 

Mount/. Y ou would be kill’d then ? 

No remedy, I see. 

Gom. If thou darest do it ? 

'•Mount/. Yes, now I dare. Lead out ; I’ll fol- 
■ low presently ; ’ 

Under the mount I’ll meet you. 

Gom. Go before me ; 

I’ll have you in a string too. 

Mount/. As I am a gentleman. 

And by this holy place, I will not fail thee. 

Fear not, thou shalt be kill’d, take my word for it ; 
I will not fail- 

Gom. thou scap’st, thou hast cats’ luck.? . . 
The mount? , ^ • 

» If tUv, ’scap'st, thou hast cats’ luckd In allusion to the tuU, 
gar saying, that a cat has nine lives. 
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Moimtf. The same. Make haste, I am there be- 
fore else. 

Gom. Go, get ye home. Now if he ’scape, I am- 
coward. 

Mount/. Well, now I am resolved ; and he shall 
find it. 


SCENE III. 


St Thomas's Fort» 


V’r’‘-E«^cr MiitAKDA, Lucinda, Colonna. 

lady f’:'- 

/ Tmc. Sii^''is'viW|^|s:jt|w.^ 

As it can be with otiei who feeling knows now 
What is the curse the divine justice laid 
On the first sinful woman. 

. Mir. Is she in travail r 
Luc. Yes, sir; and yet the troubles of her mind 
Afflict her more than what her body suffers ; 

For, in the extremity of her pain, she cries out, 
Why am I here ? where is my lord Gomera ?” 
Then sometimes names Miranda, and then sighsi, 
As if to speak, what questionless she loves well. 
If heard, might do her injury. 

Col. Heaven’s sweet ijaercy 
Look gently on her ! ; ; ' 

-¥ 2 ? C Pr’y thee tell her, my prayers 
Are present with her ; and, good wench, provide 
That she want nothing 1 What’s thy name? 
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Lucinda. 

Mir. Lucinda? there’s a prosperpus omen in it! 
Be a Lucina to her, and bring word 
That she is safe delivered of her burden, 

And thy reward’s thy liberty Lucinda.] 
— Come, Colonna, 

We will go see how the engineer has mounted 
The cannon the Great-master sent. Be careful 
To view the works, and learn the discipline 
That is used here ! I am to leave the world ; 

And for your service, which I have found faithful, 
The charge that’s mine, if I have any power, 
Hereafler^may :CGncern:ypufc:c\ 

Col. I still find 
A noble master in you. 

J/ir. ’Tis but justice ; 

Thou dost deserve it in thy care and duty. 


SCENE IV. 




[/hder the KampartSj, 




Gomee RoccAj«?m'ZA'iS^ 

imA. T' 




Gom, Here’s even ground j I’ll stir no fopt be- 
;' \;:;yond it 
;3Befbre I ^havC: thy head.,; 

Praw,;: ftoc Ca t V ,,£ • :;■£ 

Coward , ^ 
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Hath inward guilt robb’d thee as well of courage 
As honesty, that without odds thou darest not 
Answer a single enemy? 

jMounif. All advantage 
That I can take, expect. 

Roccu. We know you are \'aliant ; 

Nor do we purpose to make further trial 
Of what 5 ''ou can do now, but to dispatch you. 

Mount/. And therefore fight and pray togethcr» 
• Go7n. Villains, 

Whose baseness ail disgraceful words made one 
Cannot express I so strong is the good cause 
That seconds me, that you shall feel, with horror 
To your proud hopes, what strength is in that arm. 
Though old, that holds a sword made sharp by jus- 
tice. 

Zan., 'You come then here to prate ? \F'igkt. 
Mount/, Help, Eocca, now, 

Or I am lost for ever ! — How comes this ? 

[Gomeua disamffJklooNTyEREAT and Eocca. 
Are villainy and weakness twins? 
iloccc. I am gone too. ■ 

Go7n. You shall not ’scape me, wretches ! 

Zan. I must do it; 

All will go wrong else. 

IDraws a pistol and shoots him. 
Gom. Treacherous, bloody woman, 

, What hast thou done ? 

Zan. Bone a pigof woman’s part, 

Arid in an instant^ what these men so long 
Stood fooling for. 

This aid was unexpected ; J 

I kiss thee for’t. 

Rocca. His right arm’s only shot, 

And that compel I’d him to forsake his sword p 
He’s else unwounded. 

Gut hi^ 
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Forbear !™ 

Yet do not hope ’tis with intent to save thee, 

But that thou mayst live to thy further torment, 
To see who triumphs over thee. Come, Mount- 
ferrat, 

Here join thy foot to mine, and let our hearts 
Meet with our hands ! The contract that is made 
And cemented with blood, as this of ours is, 

Is a more "holy sanction, and much surer, 

Than all the superstitious ceremonies 
You Christians use. 

Rccca, Who’s this ? 

Mountf. Betray’d again ? 

Nor. By the report it made, and by the wind, 
The pistol was discharged here. 

Gom. Norandine, 

As ever thou loved’st valour, or wear'st arms 
To punish baseness, shew it ! 

Not. Oh, the devil 1 

Gomera wounded, and my braehe,® Black Beauty, 
An actor ‘ ^ 

Zan. If thou strikest. I’ll shoot thee. : f 
. Not. How ! fright me with your pot-gun — 
What art thou ? 

^ Braclie.] Braclie^ says Bishop Warburton, (note on Othello^ 
act iu scene b) is a low species of hounds of the chase^ and a 
term generally nsed in contempt. Vlitius, in bis notes on Gratiusj 
says, Racba Saxonibus canem sigriificabat^ unde Sooti hodie Eache 
fro cane femiiia hahent^ quod Anglis est Bracbe. ^o$ wo (he 
speaks of the Hollanders) Bracb non quemvis canem sed sagacem 
'-mcamus^ . So the French, Braque, esfece de chkn de — 

Beedm 

In the present instance, as in most others where the word oc- 
curs, hradie means a hiick^ Hence the name of Black Beauty, 

swhich, like other similar appellations, is ^iven to pointeF«bitches, 

^ A plaything of boys, Cionsisting of a tube, froig 
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Good Heaven, the rogue, the traitor rogue, Mount- 
ferrat ! 

To swinge the nest of you, is a sport unlook’d for. 
Hell’s plagues consume you ! 

As thou art a man, 

(I am wounded) give me time to answer thee ! 
Gom. Durst thou urge this ? this hand can hold 
a sword yet. 

Wor. Well done I to see this villain makes my 
■ hurts 

Bleed fresh again ; but had I not a bone whole. 
In such a cause I should do thus, thus, rascals ! 

[jRus/ies against them* 

Enter Corporal and Watch. 

Cot;*. Disarm them, and shoot any that resists. 
Gom. Hold, corporal ! I am Gomera. 

Nor. ’Tis well yet, that once in an age you can. 
Remember what youyeatch for ; I had thought 
You had again been maldhE^ put your parties 
For sucking pigs : ’Tis well. As you will answer 
The contrary with your lives, see these forth- 
coming! 

Corp. That we shall do. 

[TAey seize MouNTyERRAT, Rocca, and Zaw- 

iVor. You bleed apace. — Good soldiers. 

Go help him to a surgeon. , v: , 

Rocca. {To Mountferrat.] Dare the worst, 
And suffer like yourself. 
id Zan, From me learn courage. 

! '^.fi; Nor. Now for Miranda ! this news will be to 

whicii peas are shot, Df Johnson’s explication (a gun which 
maka a small smPrt is a very indefinite one. 
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As welcome as ’tis unexpected. — Corporal, 
There’s something for thy care to-night. My horse 
there! {Exeunt. 


■m 


ACT V. SCENE 1. 


An Apartment in the Fort. 


Enter Orian A and Lucinda. 

Ori. How does my boy ? 

Luc. Oh, wond’rous lusty, madam ; 

A little knight already : , You shall live 
To see him' toss a Turk. ' 

Ori, Gentle Lucinda, 

Much must I thank thee for thy care and service j 
And may I grow but strong to see Valetta, > 

My husband, and my brother, thou shalt find 
I will not barely thank thee. 

Enter Miranda, Norandine, and Colonna. 

Mir. Look, captain, we must ride away this 
morning; 

The Auberge sits to-day, and the Great-master 
Writes plainly, I must or deliver in 
(The year expired) my probation-weed. 
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Or take tlie cloak. You likewise, Norandine, 

For your full ser^dce, and your last assistance 
In false ilountferrat’s apprehension. 

Arc here commanded to associate me, 

Sly twin in this high honour. 

A'hr. I will none on’t! — Do they think to bind 
me to live chaste, sober, and temperately, all days 
of my life? They may as soon tie an Englishman 
to live so ! — I shall be a sweet Dane/ a sweet cap- 
tain, go up and down drinking small-beer, and 
swearing, ’Ods neagues ; Til live a squire at 
arms still ; and do tbou so too, an thou be’st wise. 
I have found the mystery now why the gentlemen 
wear but three bars of the cross, and the knights 
the whole one. 


3Iir. Why, captain ? 

Nor. Marry, sir, to put us in remembrance, we 
are but three quarters crossed in our licence and 
pleasures ; but the poor knights crossed altoge- 
ther. The brothers at arms may yet meet with 
their sisters at arms, now and then/ in brotherly 
love; but the poor knights cannot get a lady for 
love nor money : ’tis not so in other countries, I 
wis. Pray haste you ! for I’ll along, and see what 


Sits 


will come on’t. 

3Iir. Colonna, provide straight all necessaries 
For this remove, the litter for the lady. 

And let Lucinda bear her company ! . 

You shall attend on me. - 

Col. With all my duties. » [Exit. 

Hir. How fare you, gracious mistress ? 


' * J shall he a steeei Dane, &c,3 The Danes, as wei! as the Dutch 
and Germans, were renowned for their qualities of toping to ex-' 
cess; and James I. seems to have imported the custom from Co- 
penhagen, where he was fully initiated in the paiaoe of his father- 

in-law.^;.' r ; 
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On. Ob, Miranda, 

You pleased to honour me with that fair title 
When I %yas free, and could dispose myself ; 

But now, no smile, no word, no look, no touch, 
Can I impart to any, but as theft 
From ray Gomera ; and who dares accept 
Is an usurper. 

Leave us. [LJxif Lucinda.] I have touch’d 
thee, [Aside. 

Thou fairer virtue, than thou art beautiful ! 

Hold but this test, so rich an ore \vas never 
Tried by the hand of man, on the vast earth. — • 

Sit, brightest Oriana ! Is it sin 

Still to profess I love you, still to vow 

I shall do ever ? Heaven my witness be, 

’Tis not your eye, your cheek, your tongue, no part 
That superficially doth snare young men, 

Which has caught me ! Read over in your thoughts 
The story that this man hath made of you, 

And think upon his merit, 

Ori. Only thought 
Can comprehend it I 3,^ ^ 

’ • • Jffe. Abd^uaisr Yoftbfes 
So cruel, thankless, to destroy his youth 
That saved your honour, gave you double life. 
Your own, and your fair infant’s ? that when For- 
tune 

(The blind foe to all beauty, that is good) 

Bandied you from one hazard to another. 

Was even Heaven’s messenger, by Providence 
Call’d to the temple, to receive you there 
Into these arms, to give ease to your throes, 

As if’t had thunder’d ; take thy due, Miranda, • ^ ■ 
For she was thine ! Gomera’s jealousy 
Strode death unto thy heart; to him be dead, 
And live to me, that gave thee second life ! 

Let me but now enjoy thee ! Oh, regard 
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The torturing fires of my affections ! 

Ori. Oh, master them, Miranda, as I mine ! 
Who follows his desires, such tyrants serves 
As will oppress him insupportably. 

My flames, Miranda, rise as high as thine. 

For I did love thee ’fore my marriage ; 

Yet would I now consent, or could I think 
Thou wert in earnest, (which, by all the souls 
That have for chastity been sanctified,' 

• I cannot) in a moment I do know 
Thou wouldst call fair Temperance up to rule thy 
blood. 

Thy eye was ever chaste, thy countenance too, 
honest. 

And all thy wooings was like maidens’ talk. 

Who yieldcth unto pleasures, and to lust, 

Is a poor captive, that in, golden fetters 
And precious, as he thinks, but holding gyves. 
Frets out his life. 

31ir. Find such another woman. 

And take her for his labour, any man 1 
Ori. I was not worthy of thee, at my best, 
(Heaven knew I was not ; I had had thee else) 
Much less now, gentle sir. Miranda’s deeds 
Have been as white as Oriana’s fame, 

From the beginning to this point of time. 

And shall we now begin to stain boill thus ? 
Think on the legend which we two shall breed, 
Continuing as we are, for chastest dames 
And boldest soldiers to peruse and read, 

Ay, and read thorough, free from any act 
To cause the modest cast the book away, 

And the most honour’d captain fold it up. 

Mir. Fairest, let go my hand ! my pulse beats 
thick, 

And my moved blood rides high in every vein 
Lord of thyself now, soldier, and ever I 
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I would not for Aleppo, this frail bark, 

This bark of flesh, no better steers-nian had 
Than has Mountferrat’s.- — May you kiss me, lady? 

Ori. No ; though it be iio essential injury. 

It is a circumstance due to my lord, 

To none else ,* and, my dearest friend, if hands 
Playing together kindle heat in you, 

What may the game at lips provoke unto ? 

3Iir, Oh, what a tongue is here ! Whilst she 
doth teach 

My heart to hate my fond unlawful love, 

She talks me more in love, with love to her ; 

My fires she quencheth with her arguments, 

But as she breathes ’em they blow fresher fires. — 
Sit further! now my flame cools. Husband ! wife ! 
There is some holy mystery in those names 
That sure the unmarried cannot understand. 

Ori. Now thou art straight, and dost enamour 
me 

So far beyond a carnal earthly love. 

My very soul dotes on thee, and ray spirits 
Do embrace thine ; my mind doth thy mind kiss; 
And in this pure conjunction we enjoy 
A heavenlier pleasure than if bodies met : 

This, this is perfect love !, the other short. 

Yet languishing fruition. Every swain 

And sweating groom may clasp, but ours refined 

Two in ten ages cannot reach unto. . 

Nor is our spiritual love a barren joy ; 

For mark what blessed issue we’H beget, 

(Dearer than children to posterity) 

A great example to men’s continence, ^ 

And women’s chastity ; that is a child i;.? 

More fair and comfortable, than any heir ! 

Mir. If all wives were but such. Lust would not 
find ^ ' /.,:■ 

One comer to inhabit ; sin would be 
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So strange, remission superflnous, — - 
But one petition, I have done. 

Ori. What, sweet? 

Afh\ To call me lord, if the Irard hand of death 
Seize on Gomera first. 

Ori. Oh, much too worthy, 

How much you undervalue your own price, 

To give your unbought seif for a poor woman, 
That lias been once sold, used, and lost her show ! 
I am a garment worn, a vessel crack’d, 

A zone untied, a lily trod upon, 

A fragrant flower cropt by another’s hand. 

My colour sullied, and my odour changed. 

If when I was new-blossom’d, I did fear 
Myself unworthy of Miranda’s spring, 

Thus over-blow'n, and seeded, I am rather 
Fit to adorn his chimney than his bed. 

Mlir, Rise, miracle ! save Alalta with thy vir- 
tue ! — 

If words could make me proud, how has she spoke ! 

, [jipari.^ 

Yet I will try her to the very block,—'. 
Hard-hearted and uncivil Oriana, 

Ingrateful payer of my industries. 

That with a soft painted hypocrisy 
Cozen’st and jeer’st my perturbation. 

Expect a witty and a fell revenge 
My. comfort is, all men will think thee false : 
JBeside, thy husband, having been thus long 
’ (On this occasion) in my fort, and power — 

* Expect a witty and a J^ifieengeil Witty means subtle or 
- studied. Wit, in the time oioar authors, was generally used to 
express understanding,-*-ii&pM. - _ , 

V;,: Sympsonahd the editotS'of 177B read •meighiy. 
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JJ^ferNoRANBiNE, CoLONNA, ajidhvcniiDA with 

a child. 

I’ll hear no more words ! — Captain, let’s away I 
With all care see to her ; and you, Lucinda, 
Attend her diligently : She is a wonder ! 

Nor. Have you found she was well delivered ? 
What, had she a good midwife ? is all well ? 

Mir. You are merry, Norandine. 

Luc. Why weep you, lady ? 

Ori. Take the poor babe along. 

Col. Madam, ’tis here. 

Ori, Dissembling death, why didst thou let me 
^ ; live, ::: : 

To see this change, my greatest cause to grieve ? 

^aeuxit. 


SCENE 11. 

A Synnet.^ Enter Astortus, Gastriot, Valetta, 
Gomera, Knights ; Mountferrat gmrdjed by 
Corpot'al and Soldiers ; Zanthia ; a Gentleman 
with a cloak, sword, mid spurs. 

Val. A tender husband hast thou shew’d thyself, 

^ A S'^nnetJ] Thi^ w'ord, which is spelt in a variety of ways, as 
sennet, signet, signate/synet, &:c, signified a sbort'doarish, gener- 
ally on cornetb, I think with Mr Reed, that it is a corruption of 
the Italian sonata^ which originnliy had |he same meaning. 
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My dearest brother^ and thy memory, 

After thy life,* in brazen characters 
Shall monumentally be register’d 
To ages consequent, till Time’s running hand 
Beats back the world to undistinguish’d chaos, 
And on the top of that thy name shall stand 
Fresh, and without decay. 

Gom. Oh, honour’d sir ! 

If hope of this, or any bliss to come, . 

Could lift my load of grief off from my soul, 

Or expiate the trespass ’gainst my wife, 

That in one hour’s suspicion I begat, 

I might be won to be a man again, 

And fare like other husbands, sleep and eat, 
Laugh, and forget my pleasing penitence ; 

But ’till old Nature can make such a wife 
Again, I vow ne’er to resume the order 
And habits that to men are necessary ; 

All breath I’ll spend in sighs, all sound in groans, 
And know no compairy but my wasting moans. 

Asia. This will be wilful murder on yourself. 
Nor like a Christian do you bear the chance 
Which the inscrutable will of Heaven admits. 
Go7n. What would you have my weakness do, 
that 

Suffer’d itself thus to be practised on 

By a damn’d hell-hound, and his agent dam. 

The impious midwife to abortive births, 

And cruel instrument to his decrees ? 

By forgery they first assailed her life, 

Heaven playing with us yet in that, he wrought 
My dearest friend, the servant to her virtue, 

To combat me, against Hs mistress’ truth. : 
That yet effectless, this enchanting witch 
Bred baneful jealousy against my lady, 

« Ameaded by Sympson. 
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My most immaculate lady, which seiz’d on her 
Almost to death. Oh, yet, not yet content, 

She in my hand put (to restore her life, 

As I imagined) what did execute 

Their devilish malice. Further, great with child 

Was ttiis poor innocent : That too was lost ; 

They doubled death upon her ! Not staying there, 
They have done violence unto her tomb. 

Not granting rest unto her in the grave. 

I wish Miranda had enjoy’d my prize ; 

For sure I am punish’d for usurping her. 

Oh, what a tiger is resisted lust ! 

How it doth forage all ! 

Mountf. Part of this,taiie;«v;;;^-; v;::: 'js^^^^^ 

I grant you true ; but ’twas not poison given her. 

Zm, I would it had ! we had been far enough, 
If we had been so wise ; and had not now 
Stood curt’sing for your mercies here. 

A/oMwC/i Beside, 

What is become o’ th’ body we know not. 

Val. Peace, impudents ! 

And, dear Goraera, practise patience, 

As I myself roust : some means at last 

We::’shaii:dis^|ye|ibp^^^ 

This villain in the festival rtrray. 

As if he triumph’d for his treachery ? „ 

Cfl^^.Thatis by our appointment: Giveusleave; 
You shall know' why anon. 

; . Enter one qf the Esguard* 

■ Esg. The gentlemen are come.l|iy-: 

* Val. One of the -Esguard.] Sympson and Seward converted 
tkis speech of the Grand-master into a stage-direction; and jt 
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Val. Truce tlien awhile 
With our sad thoughts 

Enter Miraistda, No-randiute, and Colonna. 

What, are ye both resolved ? 

Nor. Not I, my lord: Your downright captain 
still 

ril live, and serve you. Not that altogether 
I want compunction of conscience ; 

I have enough to save me, and that’s all : 

Bar me from drink, and drabs ? even hang me too ! 
You must even make your captains capons first? 
I have too much flesh for this spiritual knight- 
hood, ■ 

And therefore do desire forbearance, sir, 

Till I arn older, or more mortified ; 

I am too sound yet. 

Fir/. What say you, Miranda ? 

Mir.' With all pure aeal to Heaven, duty to you, 
I come to undergo ih 

Val. Proceed to th’ ceremony. V 

Before you match with this bright ho- 
nour’d title. 

Admired Miranda, pardon that’ in thought 
I ever did transgress against your virtue ; 

And may you find more joy with your new bride, 
Than poor Gomera e’er enjoy’d with his 1 
(But ’twas mine own crime, and I suifer for’t.) 
Long wear your dignity, and worthily, 

Whilst I obscurely in some comer vanish ! 

iiaiast be confessed tba-t such an eNckmatioii on tlie entrance of 
one of those gmros, though it' might suit an inferior character, 
below the dignity of. the person who speaks the words# 

- Far dm %vhu in thoughuj So the former €ditions***«»Ed* IT/S* 
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Mir. Have stronger thoughts, and better. — 
First, I crave, 

According to the order of the court, 

I may dispose my captives, and the fort, 

That with a clean and purified heart 
The fitlier I may indue my robe. 

AIL ’Tis'granted. 

Enter Oriana x'dled, Ladies, Lucinda with a Child. 

Mir. Bring the captives l—To your charge 
And staid tuition, my most noble friend, 

I then commend this lady. Start not ofif 
A fairer and a chaster never lived. 

By her own choice you are her guardian ; 

For telling her I was to leave my fort. 

And to abandon quite all worldly cares. 

Her own request was, to Gomera’s hands 

She might be given in custody, for she had heard 

He was a gentleman, wise, and temperate, ' 

Full of humanity to women-kind. 

And ’cause he had been married, knew the better 
How to entreat a lady.® : 

Pal. What countrywoman is she ? . , 

^ ■ -'IIS 

Pal Gomera, ’twill be barbarous to deny 
A lady, that unto your refuge flies, 

And seeks to shrowd her under Virtue’s wing. ' 
Gom. Excuse me, noble sir ! Oh, think me not 
So dull a devil,* ** to forget the loss 
Of such a matchless wife as I possess’d. 

And ever to endure the sight of woman ! 

* « Ilm to entreat a Entreat was aBciently synoniinotii 

witlijtreaty use, ‘ ^ ' 

^ So dull a Seward proposes readings m ihll a dmlf, 

liut without necessity ; dull having the meaning of imensihfc 
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Were sbe the abstract of her sex for form, 

The only warehouse of perfection, 

Were there no rose nor lily but her cheek, 

No music but her tongue, virtue but hers, 

Slic must not rest near me. My vow is graven 
Here in ray heart, irrevocably breathed ; 

And when I break it 

Asfo. This is rudeness, Spaniard ; 

Unseasonably you play the Timonist,’ • 

.Put on a disposition is not yours, 

Which neither fits you, nor becomes you. 

Gom. Sir 

Cast. We cannot force you, but we would per- 
suade. 

Gfm. Beseech you, sir, no more ! I am resolved 
To firrsake Malta, tread a pilgrimage 
To fair Jerusalcni, for my lady's soul, 

: ‘ A^d will xrot be diverted. 

, Mir. You must bear 

I This child along with ye then, 

i' , ' Gom. What child 

i . .df /if. How’s this '■ 

; Mir. Nay tlien, Gomera, thou art injurious ! 

This child is thine, and this rejected lady 
; Thou bast as often known as thine own wife; 

; And this I’ll make good on thee, with my swoi’d. 

ii Gom. Thou durst as well blaspheme 1 — If such 

X ' , .. a scandal — 

ift (I crave the rights due to a gentleman) 

B ^ • Woman, unveil! 

B . r On. Will you refuse me yet .i* [ Umeiling. 

Gom. .wife ,1 : 

piiliXXilKXj'X sisterlv 

I i Gom. Somebody thank Heaven ! 

; ■ »' * TiwonwC] i.€. Tinionof Athens, alluding to the misanthropy 

: of that character,— Ed. A778. . > 
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I cannot speak. 

Jill. All praise be ever giyeirl 
Moimtf. This saves our lives. Yet ’would she 
had been dead ! [Apart. 

The very sight of her afflicts me more 
Than fear of punishment, or my disgrace. 

Val. How came you to the temple ? 

Mir. Sir, to do 

My poor devotionsj and to offer thanks 
For ’scaping a temptation near perform’d 
With this fair virgin. — I restore a wife 
Earth cannot parallel ; and, busy Nature, 

If thou wilt still make women, but remember 
To work ’em by this sampler ! — Take heed, sir, 
Henceforth you never doubt, sir. 

Gom. When I do, 

Death take me suddenly ! 

Mir. To increase your happiness, 

To your best wife take this addition. 

[Shoxvs him the child. 
Gom. Alack, my poor knave ! 

The confession 

The Moor made, it seems, was truth. .. 

issued out of hell, which her black jaws resemble. 
A plague o’ your bacon-face ! you must be giving 
drinks with a vengeance ! Ah, thou branded bitch ! 
~I)o you stare, goggles? — I hope to make win- 
ter-boots o’ thy hide yet ; she fears not damning ! 
Hell-fire cannot parch her blacker than she is. — 
Do you grin, chimney-sweeper ? 

On. What is’t, Miranda:?^"^:'’;: ; 

Mir. That you would please Lucinda might at- 
tehd'::yOU.;,:::^\: .-v^; : 

Col. That suit, sir, I consent not to. 

-:t5-|iwc,\:^My;husbahd ? ; 
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Afy dearest Angelo ? ^ 

Nor. More jiggam-bobs ? — ^Is not this the fel- 
low that swam like a duck to the shore in our sea- 
sendee ? 

Col The very same. Do not you know me now, 
sir? 

Aiy name is Angelo, though Colonna veil’d it. 
Your countryman and kinsman, born in Florence; 
Who from the neighbour-island here of Goza 
Was captive led, in that unfortunate day 
When the Turk bore with him three thousand souls. 
Since, in Constantinople have I lived, 

Where I beheld this Turkish damsel first. 

A tedious suitor was I for her love ; 

And, pitying such a beauteous case should hide 
A soul prophaned with infidelity, 

I labour’d her conversion, with my love, 

And doubly won her: To fair faith her soul 
She first betrothed, and then her faith to me. 

But fearful there to consummate this contract, 
We fled, and in that flight were ta’en again 
By those same gallies ’fore Valetta fought; 

Since, in your service I attended here. 

Where, what I saw and heard hath joy’d me more 
Than all my past afflictions grieved before. 

VaL Wonders crown wonders ! Take thy wife. 
Miranda, 

Be henceforth call’d our Malta's better angel ; 
And thou her evil, Mountferrat. 

Nor. We’ll call him Cacodemon, with his black 
gib there, his Succuba, his devil’s seed, his spawn 
of Phlegethon, that, o’ my conscience, was bred o’ 
the spume of Cocytus.—" Do you snarl, you black 
Gill ? She looks like the picture of America. 

Val Why stay we now ? 

Mir. This last petition to the court ; 

I may bequeath the-keeping of my fort 
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To this my kinsman, toward the maintenance 
Of him and his fair virtuous wife : Discreet, 

Loyal, and valiant, I dare give him you. 

VaL Yoxx must not ask in vain, sir. 

Co!. My best thanks 
To you, my noble cousin, and my service 
To the whole court; May I deserve this bounty ! 

VaL Proceed to th’ ceremony. One of our Es- 
’ guard 

Degrade Mountferrat first i 
Mountf. I will not sue 

For mercy ; ’twere in vain : Fortune, thy worst ! 

l^Music. 

A curtain is drawn. An altar discover'd, with tapers 
and a book on it. The two Bishops stand on each 
side of it ; Mountfeuuat, as the song is singing, 
is led lip the altar. 

See, see, the stain of honour. Virtues foe. 

Of virgins' fair fumes the foul overthrow / 

That bi'oken hath his oath of chastity. 

Dishonour'd much this poly dignity, 

■ Off with' his robe, expel him forth this place. 

Whilst we rejoice, and sing at his disgrace ! 

Val. Since by thy actions thou hast made thyself 
Unworthy of that worthy sign thou wear’sti 
And of our sacred order, into which 
For former virtues we received thee first, 

According to our statutes, ordinances, 

For praise unto the good, a terror to 
The bad, and an example to all men ; 

We here deprive thee of our habit, and 
Declare thee unworthy our society. 

From which we do expel thee, as a rotten, 

Corrupted, and contagious member. 
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Esg. Using til’ anthorit;^ the superior 
Hath given unto me, I untie this knot, 

And take from thee the pleasing yoke of Heaven ; 
We take from off thy breast this holy cross, 
Which thou hast made thy burden, not thy prop; 
Thy spurs we spoil thee of, leaving thy heels 
Bare of thy honour,* that have kick’d against 
Our order’s precepts ; next, we reave thy sword. 
And give thee armless to thy enemies, ' 

For being foe to goodness, and to God ; 

Last, ’bout thy stiff neck we this baiter hang, 
And leave thee to the mercy of the court. 

VaL Invest Miranda.* 


SONG. 

Fmr child of Virtue, Honours Uomn, 

That here with burning seal dost come, 

With joy to ash the white-cross cloak. 

And yield unto this phasing yoke ! 

That being young, ^(ms chastity, • 

And chusesl wiljul poverty ; 

As this Jlame itiounts, so mount thy zeal f thy glory 
Rise past the stars, and Jix in Heaven thy'^ story f 

1 Bishop. What crave you, gentle sir ? 

Mir. Humble admittance , 

To be a brother of the holy hospital 
Of great Jerusalem. . - . . 

2 Bishop. Breathe put yjwr vow. 

* Bare ihy honour."^ Sympson thinks we should read, hare of 
their honour, but the old reading has the same meaning, 

* Invest Miranda.] Tlie ceremonies of receiving a knight into 
the order of Malta, may be at large in Verlot's History of 
the Knights of Malta, voUvi. p. 18.— Ed, 1778. 

6 
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Mir. To Heaven, and all the bencli of saints 
above, 

(Whose succour I implore to enable me) 

I vow henceforth a chaste life ; not to enjoy 
Any thing proper to myself ; obedience 
To my superiors, whom religion 
And Heaven shall give me ; ever to defend 
The virtuous fame of ladies, and to oppugn 
Even unto death the Christian enemy : 

This do I vow to accomplish ! ' ' ' — 

JJsg. Who can tell, 

Has he made other vow, or promised marriage 
To any one, or is in servitude! ^ ^ 

HeV free from all^^^^^& 

1 Bishop. Put on his spurs, and gird him with 
the sword. 

The scourge of infidels, and types of speed. 
Buildest thy faith on this ? \Presentmg the Cross. 

Affr. On him that died 
On such a sacred figure, for our sins. 

Q Bishop. Here then we fix it on thy left side, for 
Thy increase of faith, Christian defence, and ser- 

To th’ poor ; and thus near to thy heart wie plant jt, 
That thou mayst love it even with all thy heart ; 
With thy right-hand protect, preserve it whole j 
For if thou fighting ’gainst Heaven’s ene^l|| i > 
Shalt fly away, abandoning the cross, 

The ensign of thy holy general. 

With shame thou justly shalt be robb’d of it. 
Chased from our company, and cut away 
As an infectious putrified limb, ^ 

" 1 •:ash^ho:fevour. ; " 

• 1 Then receive the yoke 

Of him that makes it sweet and light; in which 

Thy soul find her eternal rest. 

7 - 


srs . THE ;KNI’0HT OF MALTA. [Act V. 

VaL Most welcome 1 

AiL Welcome, our noble brotber ! 

V{il. Break up the court. — Mountferrat, though 
your deeds, 

Conspiring ’gainst the lives of innocents, 

Have forfeited your own, we will not stain 
Our white cross with your blood : Your doom is 
then 

To marry this co-agent of your mischiefs ; 

.Which doTfSTwe banish you [to] the continent 
If either, after three days, here be found. 

The hand of law lays hold upon your lives. 

Not. Away, French stallion ! Now you have a 
Barbary mare of your own ; go leap her, and en- 
gender young devilings ! 

Val. We will find something, noble Norandine, 
To quit® your merit. — So, to civil feasts, 
According to our customs ; and all pray 
The dew of grace bless our new knight to-day ! 

‘ [Exeunt. 

^ We banish you the confinent.'] The small variation id the text 
was introduced by Sympson, and is indispensably necessary, not** 
withstanding Mason wishes to restore the old text. He says that 
Islanders frequently consider the principal island in the group in 
the liglit of a continent, and iiisiances this by the name of ibe 
largest of the Orkney and Shetland isles, which are called Main* 
land. Hence he would infer, that, by the continent, Valetta means 
the dominions of Malta. But, as he has not brought forward any* 
parallel instance of this use of the word, which has a very dubious 
sound, his 'explanation cannot be admitted* 

^ Eequite, reward. 
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LOVE'S GUREi 

ou, 

THE MARTIAL MAID. 


This comedy first appeared in the folio collection of 154*7. 
The prologue, which is of no authority, having been written for a 
revival long after the death of the poets, ascribes it to Beaumont 
and Fletcher conjointly. The epilogue, which is certainly the ori- 
ginal one spoken at the first representation, speaks only of a single 
author; and Gardiner ascribes the play to Fletcher. The tes- 
timony of the epilogue I conceive to be sufficient to decide upon ; 
but, as there is an evident allusion (act ii. scene ii.) to the Russian 
ambassadors, who were at the court of King James I. in we 
need not hesitate to ascribe the comedy to Fletcher solely. It 
does not appear to have been a very popular play, and has never, 
to the editor’s knowledge, been altered or revived. 

The present comedy, like the others in tins volume, possesses 
great beauties and great defects. Probability is set at defiance, 
and the change of sex in Lucio and Clara, though it produces 
considerable humour, and some very interesting situations and 
incidents, is an artifice which may surprise, but can hardly win 
our belief in the miraculous effects of it, ©r conciliate our affection 
for the two metamorphosed characters. In other respects, the plot 
is by no means uninteresting, and the different incidents are made 
to bear upon each other with considerable skill. Indeed Fletcher 
seems to have bestowed more than common care upon the come- 
^ dy. The bringing back of Clara and Lucio to the frame of mind 
proper to their real sex, which had been reversed by their prepos- 
^ terous education, is conducted with great delicacy and truth, 

' though their previous state of mind certainly savours too muck 
of romance. The returning glimpses of their former habits after 
this* reformation had been effected are very artfully introduced ; 
and the object proposed m the first title, to show the power of 


Imm in probating a care in, mental abemtiens, wMcIi defied 
all o'ilter remedy, is executed inf a style as masterly as in tlie ce- 
lebrated novel of Cimone and Eligenia, by Boccaccio^ paraphra-* 
sed by Drydein The other characters of the serious part of the 
■drama are little more than sketches. They have few prominent 
features, but are made to contribute to the progress of the plot,. 
The comic under-plot . is not only valuable in as iar as it shows 
.the manners of the times,' but some of the scenes, though, ti,iictU'rei 
with the^grossness of the period,' are highly ludicroiis, and replete 
wltlil'iimoun 


PROLOGUE, 


AT THE REVIVING OF THIS PLAY. 


Statues and pictures challenge price and fame? 

If they can justly boast and prove they came 
From Phidias or Apelles. None deny? 

Poets and Painters hold a sympathy ; 

Yet their works may decay, and lose their grace, 
Keceiving blemish in their limbs or lace ; 

When the mind’s art has this preeminence, 

She still retaineth her iirst excellence. 

Then why should not this dear piece be esteem'd 
Child to the richest fancies that e’er teem'd ? 

When not their meanest offspring that came forth, 
Put bore the image of their fathers' worth. 
Beaumont's, and Fletcher's, whose desert out- weighs 
The best applause, and their least sprig of bays 
Is worthy Phoebus ; and who comes to gather 
Their fruits of wit, he shall not ix>b the treasure.' 
Nor can you ever surfeit of the plenty, 

Nor can you call them rare, though they be dainty i 
The more you take, the more you do them right; 
And we will thank you for your own delight. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

, Assistant, or Governor. 

iVitelli, a young genik'man, enemy to /I hares. ' 

I Lamoral, a Jig'hting gallant, Jr tend to P'ittUi. 
i Anastro, an honest gentleman, Jrknd to Vildli. 

V Don Alvarez, enemy to VilellL * 
i Syavedra, /HeK</ to Alvarez. 

\ Lucio, son to Alvarez^ a young gentleman, -iimonmn's 
■habit. 

\ Alguazeir, a sharking panderiy constable. 
iPachieco, a cobkr, i 

AMendoza, a botcher, > of worship . 

\ Metaldie, a smith, j 

ipiorato,* a m'ordsman. 
i Lazarillo, JPachiecd’s hungry servant. 

\Bobadilla Spin<lola Zancho, a witty knave, servant 
' ' to Eugenia, and stmard to AlvarezJ* 

vStepliano, servant to Eugenia. 

Officer. 

i Eugenia, a virtuous lady, wife to don Alvarez. 
j Clara, daughter to Eugchia, the Martial Ahdd, valiant 
and chaste, enamoured of Vitelli, 
p Genevora, sister to I 'iteili, in love with Lucio. 
^Malroda, a wanton mistress of Vitelli, 

- " ' SCMNE—^&v\l 


‘if iff \ ' 




^ This clmracier, as %ve!l as Sti?phano» has liitheito been for** 
gotten in the eiiaiBeyation of the drarifittis personae* 

* Fletcher probably took the first name of' this character from 
Ben Jonsoi/s Every Man in %is liunumr^ where the roaring cap-*- 
tain is also called Bohudiih^ ifi tfe qoarto of l 60 l» before the an** 
Ihor transferred the scene from Florence to Londoiii and anglici-*' 
fed the names of the‘:cIramatisfer$on«* 



LOVE’S CURE; 

OR, 

THE MARTIAL MAID. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


J Street, , 


^nter Vitelii, LAkoBAL; an4 Aitastro, 

Alvarez pardou’d ? . ; ; 

Alia, And return’d. 

Lam. I saw him land 

At St Lucar’s ; and such a general welcome 
Fame, as harbinger to his brave actions, 

Had with the easy people prepared for him, 

As if by his command alone, and fortune, 
Holland, with those Low Provinces that hold out 
Against the arch>-duke, were again compell’d 
With their obedience to give up their lives 
To be at his devotion. - 

•Vit. You amaze me ! 

VOL. VJII, ^ B • 
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For thoiiffli I have heard, that when he fled from 
Scvi! 

Tf> save his life (then forfeited to law 
For mnrdering Don Pedro my dear uncle) 

His evt.remc wants enforced him to take pay 
In th* arm}', sat down then before Ostend ; 

’Twas never yet reported, by whose favour 
He durst presinhe to entertain a thought 
OF coming home with pardon. 

, Jaa. ’Tis our nature 

Or not to hear, or not to give belief 

To what we wish far from our enemies. 

Lam. Sir, ’tis most certain, the infanta’s letters. 
Assisted by the arch-duke’s, to king Philip, 

Have not alone secured him from the rigour 
Of our Castilian justice, but return’d him 
A free man, and in grace. 

By what cursed means 
Could such a fugitive arise unto 
The knowledge of thch’ lughnessesl' Much more, 
(Though known) to stand' blit in the least degree 
Of faimur with them ? 

Lam. To give satisfaction 
To your demand, (though to praise him I hate 
Can yield me small contentment) I will tell you, 
And truly ; since, should I detract his worth, 
’Twould argue want of merit in myself. 

Briefly to pass his tedious pilgrimage 
For sixteen years, a banish’d guilty man, 

And to forget the storms, the affriglrts, the horrors, 
His constancy, not fortune overcame, 

I bring him, with his little son, grown man, 
(Though ’twas said here he took a daughter with 
him) 

To Ostend’s bloody siege, that stage of war, 
Wherein the flower of many nations acted. 

And the whole Christian world spectators were : 
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There by his son (or were he by adoption 
Or Nature his) a brave scene was presented, 
Which I made choice to speak of, since from that 
The good success of Alvarez had beginning. 

ViL So I love virtue in an enemy, 

That I desire in the relation of 

This young man’s glorious deed, you’d keepyourseif 

A friend to truth, and it. 

Z,am. Such was my purpose. 

The town being oft assaulted, but in vain, 

To dare the proud defendants to a sally, 

Weary of ease, Don Inigo Peralta, 

Son to the general of our Castile forces, 

All arm’d, advanced within shot of their walls, 
From whence the musqueteers play’d thick upon 
him ; 

Yet he, brave youth, as careless of the danger 
As careful of his honour, drew his sword, 

And waving it about his head, as if 
He dared one spirited like himself to trial 
Of single valour, he made his retreat, 

With such a slow, and yet majestic pace. 

As if he still call’d loud; Dare none come on?” 
"When suddenly, from a postern of the town 
Two gallant horsemen issued, and o’ertook him, 
The army looking on, yet not a man 
That durst relieve the rash adventurer ; 

Which Lucio, son to Alvarez, then seeing, 

As in the vant-guavd he sat bravely mounted, 

(Or were it pity of the youth’s misfortune. 

Care to preserve the honour of his country, 

Or bold desire to get himself a name) , 

He made his brave horse like a whirlwind bear him 
'Among the combatants ; and in a moment 
Discharged his petroneP with such sure aim, 

s Petronel} A smalLg^i^a 
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That of the adverse party from his horse 
One tumbled deadj then wheeling round, and 
drawing 

A falchion, swift as lightning he came on 
Upon the other, and with one strong blow, 

In view of the amazed town and camp, 

He struck him dead, and brought Peralta off 
With double honour to himself. 

Vit. Twas brave.! ^ 

But the success of this ? 

Lam. The camp received him 
With acclamations of joy and wfelcome ; 

And for addition to the fair reward, 

(Being a massy chain of gold given to him 
By young Peralta’s father) he was brought 
To the infanta’s presence, kiss’d her hand, 

And from that lady, (greater in her goodness 
Than her high birth) had this encouragement : 

“ Go on, young man ! Yet, not to feerl thy valoiu 
With hope of recompense to come from nje. 

For present satisfaction of what’s past, 

Ask any thing that’s fit for me to give 
And thee to take, and be assured of it.” 

Ana. Excellent princess ! 

Vit. And styled worthily 
The heart-blood, nay, the soul of soldiers. 

But what was his request ? 

Lam. That the repeal 

Of Alvarei makes plain : He humbly begg’d 
His father’s pardon, and so movingly 
Told the sad story of your uncle’s death. 

That the, infanta v?ept; and instantly 
Granting his suit, working the arch-duke tout, 
Their letters were directed to the king, 

- With whom they, so prevailed, that Alvarez 
‘ Was freely pardon’d. 

' .Fit. ’Xis not in fhe king 
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To Kiafee that good. 

Ana. Not in the king? What subject 
Dares contradict his power ? 

Vit. In this I dare, 

And will ; and not call his prerogative 
In question, nor presume to limit it. 

I know he is the master of his laws. 

And may forgive the forfeits made to them, 

But not the injury done to my honour : 

And since (forgetting my brave uncle’s merits, . 
And many services, under duke d’Alva) 

He suffers him to fall, wresting from Justice 
The powerful sword, that would revenge his death, 
ril fill with this Astrea’s empty hand, 

And in my just wreak make this arm the king’s. 
My deadly hate to Alvarez, and his house. 

Which as I grew in years hath still increased, 

(As if it call’d on Time to make me man) 

Slept while it had no object for her fury, 

But a weak woman, and her talk’d-of daughter ; 
But now, since there are quarries worth her flight,* 
Both in the father and his hopeful son, 

111 boldly cast her q|f, and,,gofge her full 
With both their hearts: To further whmb, your 
friendship,'- • ’ 

And oaths Will your assistance let your deeds 

^ Quarries j worth her sight,] The correction in the text is Syrnp* 
soa^s, and there can be no doubt of its propriety, as these lines are 
a condmied chain of metaphors from falconry* 

$ — ^ to further wMch^ your friendship, 

And oaths : will your assistance ^ let your deeds.} The point- 
ing in the text is that of the last editors. 

Seward “and Sympson point, 

further which, your friendship, 

^ And oaths, will your assistance : let^ dec. 

And Mr Mason says, that he has no Jiesitation in preferring this 
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Make answer to me ? Useless are ail words^ 

Till you have writ perfoniiatice with your swords. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. 


A Room in the House of Alvarez, 


Enter Bobadilla and Lucio in womans clothes. 

Luck. Go, fetch ray work. This rulf was not 

So tell the raaid ; ’t has too much blue in it : 

And look you that the partridge and the pulleii 
Have clean meat and fresh water, or my mother 
Is like to hear oii’t. \ 

Bob. Oh, good St L^ues, help toe! Was thOre 
ever such a hermaphrodite heard of? Would any 
wench living, that should hear and see what I do, 
be wrought to believe, that the best of a man lies 
under this petticoat, and that a cod-piece were 
far fitter here than a pinn’d placket ? 

Lucio. You had best talk filthily, do ; I have a 
tongue 

To tell ray mother, as well as ears to hear 
Your ribaldry. 

Bob. Nay, you have ten women’s tongues that 
way, I am sure ! — Why, my young master, or mis- 
tress, madam, don, or what you will, what the 

‘pHnctoatioii ; b«t the sense it prodaices ts so stilly anil awkwardly 
expressed, and that of the last edition so natural and easy, that I 
presume there ean be lillie imht ia the selection* 
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devil have you to do with pullen or partridge? 
or to sit pricking on a clout all day? — You have 
a better needle, I know, and might make better 
work, if you had grace to use it, 

Lucio. Why, how dare you speak this before me, 
sirrah ? 

Mob. Nay, rather, why dare not you do what I 
speak? Pox, though my lady, your mother, for fear 
of Vitelii and his faction, hath brought you up like 
her daughter, and has kept you these twenty 
years (which is ever since you were born) a 
close prisoner within doors ; yet since you are a 
man, and are as well provided as other men are, 
methinks you should have the same motions of 
the flesh as other cavaliers of us are inclined unto. 

Lum, Indeed, you have cause to love those 
wanton motions. 

They having holpc you to an excellent whipping,® 
For doing something (I but put you in mind of it) 
With th’ Indian maid, the governor sent my mother 
From Mexico. 

Mob. Why, I but taught her a Spanish trick in 
charity, and holpe the king to a subject, that may 
live to take Grave Maurice prisdiief/ and that was 

^ They hming hope you to Amended in 1750* 

^ To take grave Maurice yrkonerJ] Grave is printed in the last 
editions with a great letter and in Italics^ as if it was a proper 
name, whereas it is an epithet only, and a characteristic of prince 
Maurice of Nassau, who, after performing great actions against the 
Spaniards, is said to have died of grief on account of the siege of 
Breda. Strada de Bello Belgico^ though a bigotted Jesuit, and 
extremely prejudiced against the protestants, gives prince Mau- 
rice the following character : Hie itli Mauritius esf^ d noMs soepe^ 
nec sine fortis et cauti Duds laud'e me^norandus^ i. e. This is that 
Maurice whom we, shall often speak of, and never without the cha- 
racter of a brave and cautious generaL-^ Seacard 

This is a most extraordinary speculation of Seward's, and it is a 
wonderful circumstance that the editors of 177S could not cor- 
4‘ecfc him. Grave is Butch, and graf^ German (not for prince or 
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jBorc good to the state, than a thousand such as 
jou are ever like to do. And I will tell you, (in 
a fatherly care of the infant, I speak it) if he live 
(as, bless the babe, in passion 1 remember him !) 
to your years, shall he spend bis time in pinning, 

f ainting, purling, and perfuming, as you do r No ; 

e shall to the wars, use his Spanish pike, though 
with the danger of the lash, as his father has done ; 
and when he is provoked, as 1 am now, ’draw Bis 

Toledo desperately, as 

Lucio. You will not kill me ? Oh ! 

Bob. I knew this would silence him : How he 
hides his eyes ! — If he were a wench now, as he 
seems, what an advantage had I, drawing two To- 
ledos when one can do this ! But — Oh me, my 
lady ! I must put up. — Young master, I did but 
jest. Ob, Custom, what hast thou made of him ! 

Enter Eugenia and Steiuiano. 

Eng. For bringing this, bejstiU my friend ; no 
more ' 

A servant to me. 

Bob. Wbat’s the matter ? 

Eng. Here, 

Even here, where I am happy to receive 
Assurance of ray Alvarez’ return, 

I will kneel down ; and may those holy thoughts 
That now possess hie wholly, raake,||i|a |)kce 
A temple^to.me,,wheEe I may wanks 
For this linhoped-for blessipg, pi»veh’s kind hand 
Hath pour’d upon me !. 1: ; : ' 

count) as Mason has it, but' and the Nassau fe- . 

lailj) one branch of which. wera'^fected Siadthdders^ being counts 
, of the erapirC) were denominated Gmve Maurice, 

Grave lienry, &c, , ■Sofi#“i>elc:kar*s Guls Hornbrook^ ** You may 
, discoursell^w h.pp^iihly jour G-ram used you : observe that you 
: cal! your Gmve^* 
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Lucio. Let my duty, madam, 

Presume, if you have cause of joy, to entreat 
I may share in it. 

Bob, ’Tis well, he has forgot how I frighted him 
yet® 

Eiig. Thou shalt : But first kneel with me, Lucio, 
No more Posthumia now ! thou hast a father, 

A father living to take otf that name, 

Which my too-credulous fears, that he was deadj 
Bestow’d upon thee. Thou shalt see him, Lucio, 
And make him young again by seeing thee, 

Who only hadst a being in my womb 
When he went from me, Lucio. Oh, my joj^s 
So far transport me, that I must forget 
The ornaments of matrons, modesty, 

And grave behaviour ! But let all forgive me, 

If in th’ expression of my soul’s best comfort, 
Though old, I do a while forget mine age, 

And play the wanton in the entertainment 
Of those delights I have so long despaired of! 

Lucio, Shall I then see my father ? 

Eug. This hour, Lucio ; 

Which reckon the beginning of thy life, 

I mean that life in Which thou shaft appear ^ 

To be such as I brought thee forth, a man. 

This womanish disguise, in which I have 
So long conceal’d thee, thou shalt now cast oiR 
And change those qualities thou didst learn from 
me 

For masculine virtues ; for which seek no tutor, 
But let thy father’s actions be thy precepts. — 
And for thee, Zancho, now expect reward 
For thy true service. ' 

8 ho'& I frighted him yet.] The word yet sX the end of 

this line offends Syiupson, but it is frequently used in sill these 
playsj in the sense of ne^erthekus* In the passage^ it may 

mean ^ 
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Bab. Shall I ? — You hear, fellow Stepliano? learn 
to ktiow me more respectively i — How dost thou 
think I shall become the steward’s chair? ha? will 
not these slender haunches shew well with a chain 
and a gold night-cap after supper,® when I take 
the accounts ? 

Bug, Haste, and take down those blacks, with 
which my chamber 

Hath, like the widow, her sad mistress, mourn’d, 
And hang up for it the rich Persian arras, 

Used on my wedding-night ; for this to me 
Shall be a second marriage ! Send fqr music, 

And will the cooks to use their best of cunning’ 
To please the palate. 

Bob. Will your ladyship have a potatoe-pie ?* 
’Tis a gt>od stirring dish for an old lady after a 
long Lent, 

Bug, Begone, I say ! Why, sir, you can go faster ? 

Bob. I could, madam ; but I am now to practise 
the steward’s pace ; that’s the reward 1 look for. 
Every man must fashion his gait according to Ms 
calling: You, fellow Stephano, may walk faster 
to overtake preferment ; so, usher me. 

Liicio, Pray, madaiUi' let the waistcoat I last 
wrought 

® With a eftaitt mij a gold M^bt~cap.] Syinpson and the last edi- 
tors read— “ Wilh > gold chain and a. night-cap Y hut there is no 
absolute need for alteration^ The gold night-cap may refer to the 
caps, which to be seen in some old-fashioned houses, 

wrought with ^id ; and may have been appropriated to stewards 
as wuil as the chain, with which they were anciently adorned. See 
the first scene of the Lover’s Progress. 

‘ cunning.] That is, art ; in which sense the word was fre- 

.quently used. . 

® PoTaroE-pte.} It has been already observed -that potatoes 
wefe considered as strong provocatives. The confectioners of the 
lime seem to have had the principal management of them, making 
variotas confections, tart?, &c. of them. 
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Scene III.] 

Be made up for my father ! I will have 
A cap, and boot- hose, suitable to it. 

Of that 

We’il think hereafter, Lucio ; our thoughts noxv 
Must have no object but thy father’s welcome ; 
To which, thy help ! 

Zuciff. With humble gladness, madam. [Uo’^unt. 


SCENE III. 


J Hall in the same. 


Enter Aevaeez and Clara in man's attire. 

Ah. Where lost we Syavedra ? 

Clara. He was met, 

Entering the city, by some gentlemen, 

Kinsmen, as he said, of his own, with whom 
For cotopliment-sake (for so I think hp term’d it) 
He was compell’d to stay ; though I much wonder 
A man that knows to do, and has done well 
In the head of his troop, when the bold foe char- 
ged home. 

Can learn so suddenly to abuse his time 
III apish entertainment. For my part, 

(By all the glorious rewards of war) 

I had rather meet ten enemies in the field, 

All sworn to fetch my head, than be brought on 
To change an hour’s discourse with one of these 
Smooth city-fools, or tissue-cavaliers, 

(The only gallants, as they wisejv think) 

4- 
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To get a jBvsrel, or a wanton kiss 
From a court-lip, though painted. 

Jlv. My love Clara, 

(For Lucio is a name thou must forget, 

With Lucio*s bold behaviour) though thy breed- 
ing 

r th’ camp, may plead something in the excuse 
Of thy rough manners, custom having changed 
(Though not thy sex) the softness of thy nature, 
And Fortune, then a cruel step-dame to thee. 
Imposed upon thy tender sweetness burdens 
Of hunger, cold, wbiinds, want, such as would crack 
The sinews of a man, not born a soldier ; 

Yet, now she smiles, and like a natural mother 
Looks gently on thee, Clara, entertain 
Her proffer’d bounties with a willing bosom : 
Thou shalt no more have need to use thy sword; 
Tliy beauty (which even Belgia hath not alter’d) 
Shall be a stronger guard, to keep my Clara, 
Than that has been (though never used but nobly :) 

And know thus much . 

Clara, Sir, I know only that ' 

It stands not with my duty to gain-say you 
In any thing : I must and will put on 
What fashion you think best, though I could wish 
I were what I appear. 

Alv. Endeavour father 
To be what you are, Clara ; entering here, 

As you were bom, a woman. [Musk, 

Enter Euoekia, Luhio, and SermnU, 

Eug. Let choice music. 

In the best voice that e’er touch’d human ear, ' 
(For joy hath tied my tongue up) speak your wel- 
' come'! ■'■■■ 
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My soul (for tliou givest new life to my 
spirit) [Embraces her. 

Myriads of joy, though short in number of 
Tliy virtues, fall oir thee ! Oh, my Eugenia, 

The assurance that I do embrace thee, makes 
My twenty years of sorrow but a dream ; 

And by the nectar which I take from these 
I feel my age restored, and, like old Jison, 

Grow young again-. 

Ettg. My lord, long wish^ for, welcome! 

’Tis a sweet briefness ! yet in that short word 
All pleasures which I may call mine begin, 

And may they long increase, before they find 
A second period ! Let mine eyes now surfeit 
On this so-wish’d-for object, and my lips 
Yet modestly pay back the parting kiss 
You trusted with them, when you fled from Sevif, 
With little Clara, my sweet daughter ! Lives she z 
Yet I could chide myself, having you here, 

For being so covetous of all joys at once. 

To inquire for her ; you being, alone, to me 
My Clara, Lucio, my lord, myself, 
iNay, more than all the world ! . 

Jf/v. -As you .to’me are. ^ f ,, . 

Eug. Sit down, and let me feed upon the story 
Of your past dangers, now you are here in safety ! 
It ^vill give relish, and fresh appetite 
To my delights, if such delights can cloy me. 

Yet do not, Alvarez ! let me first yield you 
Account of my life in your absence, and 
Make you acquainted how I have preserved 
The jewel left lock’d up within my womb. 

When you, in being forced to leave your country^ 
” Suffer’d a civil death. 

A/'c. Do, my Eugenia ; 

Tfis that I most desire to hear. 

' Etig. Then know , 

12 . 
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sm. 

Alt, What noise is that ? 

'^Vtthm clashing ofszcords. 
Sgat. [IPllhm.] If yoH are noble enemies. 
Oppress me not with odds, but kill me fairly ! 
Fit. Stand oft' ! I am too many of my- 


Enter Bobai>ili.a. 


JSo^r 'Murder, murder, murder I Your friend, my 
lord, Don Syavedra, is set upon in the streets, 
by your enemies, Vitelli and his faction : I am al- 
most kill’d with looking on them. 

Ah. rii free him, or fall with him ! Draw thy 
sword, 

And follow' me ! [Ba'iL 

Clara. Fortune, I give thee thanks 
For this occasion once more to use it. [EAt. 

JJo^.'Uay, hold not me, madam! If I do any 
hurt, hang mOi'':'.:'.., 

Luc. Oh, I am dead- Let’s fly into 
Your closet, mother. r - 

Eug. No hour of my life 
Secure of danger ? Heaven be merciful, 

Or now at once dispatch me ! 


Enter YiT^LLi, pursu^ bif Alvakez and SvavE" 
DRA, Clara beating An astro. 

Clara. Follow him! 

Leave me to keep these oiF. 

Alt. Assault my frimid, , 

So near my house ? ^ 

Fit. Nor in it will spare thee, 

Though ’twere a temple ; and 111 make" It one, 

I being the priest, and thou the sacrifice, 
ril offer to m^v uncle. 
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Aho. Haste thou to him, 

And say I sent thee ! {They fight. 

Clara. ’T was put bravely 
And that ; yet he comes on, and boldly ; rare ! 

I’ th’ wars, where emulation and example 
Join to increase the courage, and make less 
The danger, valour, and true resolution 
Never appeared so lovely — brave again I 
Sure he is 'more than man ; and if he fail. 

The best of virtue, fortitude, would die wiTTi him : 
And can I suffer it? forgive me, duty I 
So I love valour, as I will protect it 
Against my father,, and redeem it, though 
’Tis forfeited by one I hate. 

Vit. Come on ! 

All is not lost yet: You shall buy me dearer 
Before you have me, • keep off. 

Clara. Fear me not ! 

Tliy worth has took me prisoner, and my sword 
For this time knows thee only for a friend, 

And to all else I turn the point of it. 

Syai). Defend your father’s enemy ? 

Ah. Art thou mad ? i , . 

Clara, Are ye men rather 1 Shall that valour, 
which 

Begot you lawful honour in. the wars, 

Prove now the parent of an infamous bastard, 

So foul, yet so long-lived, as murder will 
Be to your shames ? Have each of you, alone, 
With your own dangers only, purchased glory 
From multitudes of enemies, not allowing ' 
Those nearest to you to have part in it, 

And do you now join, and lend mutual help 
Against a single opposite ? Hath the mercy 
Of the greet king but newly wash’d away 
The blood, that with the forfeit of your life 
Cleaved to your name and family, like an ulcer, 
In this again to set a deeper dye upon 
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Yoi\r infamy ? You’ll W he is your foe, _ 

And by his rashness calR^ on his own rain ; 
Ecmcmber yet, he was first wrong’d, and honour 
Spurr’d him to what he did ; and next the place 
Where now he is, your house, which by the laws 
Of hospitabl^e duty should protect him ; 

Have you been twenty years a stranger to it, 

To make your entrance now in blood ? or think 
you 

* Your TTOuntryman, a true-born Spaniard, will be 
An offering fit to please the genius of it ? 

No ; in this I’ll presume to teach my father, 

And this first act of disobedience shall 
Confirm I am most dutiful. 

Alv. I am pleased {Aside. 

With what I dare not give allowance to. — 
Unnatural wretch, what wilt thou do ? 

'■ - . Clam. Set free ' ‘ 

A noble epemy : Come not on ! by Heaven, 

You pass to him through me ! — The way is open. 
Farewell ! when next 1 meet you, do not look for 
A friend, but a vow’d foe • I see you. worthy, 
And therefore now preserve you, for the honour 
Of my sword only. 

Vit. Were this man a friend, 

How would he win me, that, being my vow’d foe, 
Deserves so well ! I thank you for my life ; 

But how I shall deserve it, give me leave 
Hereafter to consider. , . ! [-Srih 

J'/'!?. Quit thy fear ; v . ' 

All hanger is blown over : I have letters 
To the governor, in the king’s name, to secure ns 
„ From such attempts hereafter ; yet we need not, 

, That have such strong guards of our own, dread 
others ; ” 

.^•Aud, ^ thy comfort, know, |his young 

man, ."-A 

Y^hom%it^ sudh fervent earnestness yo 
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Is not wliat he appears, but such a one 
As thou with joy wilt bless, thy daughter Clara. 
Eug, A thousand blessings in that word ! 

Alv. The reason 

Why I have bred her up thus, at more leisure 
I will impart unto you : Wonder not 
At what you have seen her do, it being the least 
Of many great and valiant undertakings 
She hath *made good with honour. 

Eug. ru return 

The joy I have in her, with one as great 
To you, my Alvarez : You, in a man, 

Have given to me a daughter ; in a woman, 

I give to you a son : This was the pledge 
You left here with me, whom I have brought up 
Different from what he was, as you did Clara, 
And with the like snccess ; as she appears, 
Alter’d by custom, ttiore than woman, he, 
Transfprra’d by his soft life, is less than man. 

Ah. Fortune in this gives ample satisfaction 
For all our sorrows past. 

Lucio. My dearest sister ! 

Clara. Kind brother 
Ah. Now onr mutual care must be 1 i r 
Employ’d, to help wrong’d Nature to recover 
Her right in either of them, lost by custom : 

To you I give my Clara, and receive 

T * „i contend. 


My Lucio to my charge ; 

With loving industry, who soonest can 
Turn this man woman, or this woman man, 


voi:,. vm 
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ACT II. SCENE I.* 


A Street. 


En ter Pachieco and Lazakillo. 

Pack: Boy, my cloak, and rapier 1 it fits not 
a gentleman of my rank to walk the streets in 
querpod^ 

Xax. Nay you are a very rank gentleman, 
signor. 1 am very hungry ; they tell me in Sevil 
here, I look like an eel with a man’s head ; and 
your neighbour the smith here hard by would have 
borrowed roe the other day to have fish’d with me* 
because he had lost his angle-rod. 

Pack. Oh, happy thou, Lazarillo, being the cause 
of other men'swits, aS in thine own! Live lean 
and witty still : oppress not thy stomach too much : 
gross feeders, great sleepers; great sleepers, fat 
bodies; fat bodies, lean brains! — No, Lazarillo; 
I will make thee immortal, change thy humanity 
into deity, for I will teach thee to live upon no- 
thing. 

Laz. ’Faith, signor, I am immortal then already, 
or very near it, for I do live upon little or nothing. 
Belike that’s the reason the poets are said to be 

^ The editors of 1 750 and 1778, always preferring to good prose, 

siicli rtiwbling mi grating wrse as no ears but their own can pos- 
sibly eecliire^ have tonied this and other scenes in this play into 
a free and easy metre, consisting of iambics^ dactyls, spondees, and 
anapests, indiscriminaiely.mingkd ; the verses vaiying from five to 
fifteen or more syilabki-;'"-'’;''’' ■ 

^ In qnerpOf] In a’dd&kt sitting close to the body, from cn- 
emof Span. , ’ ■ ■ 
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immortal ; for some of them live upon their wits, 
which is indeed as good as little or nothing. But, 
good master, let me be mortal still, and let us go 
to supper. 

Pack. Be abstinent ; shew not the corruption 
of thy generation : he that feeds shall die, there- 
fore, he that feeds not shall live. 

Laz. Ay, but how long shall he live ? there’s 
the question. 

Pack. As long as he can without feedmg7“Didst 
thou read of the miraculous maid in Flanders - — 

Laz. No, nor of any maid else ; for the miracle 
of virginity now-a-days ceases, ere the virgin can 
read virginity. 

Pack. She that lived three years without any 
other sustenance than the smell of a rose ? 

Laz. I heard of her, signor ; but they say her 
guts shrunk all into lutestrings, and her nether 
parts dinged together like a serpent’s tail ; so 
that though she continued a woman still above 
the girdle, beneath yet she was monster. 

Pack. So are most women, believe it. 

Laz. Nay all women, signor, that can live only 
upon the smell of a rose. ^ 

Pack. No part of the history is fabulous. 

Laz. I think rather, no part of the fable is his- 
torical. But for ail this, sir, my rebellious stomach 
will not let me be immortal : 1 will be as immor- 
tal as mortal hunger will suffer. Put me to a cer| 
tain stint, sir ! allow me but a red herring a-day ! 
;iP de Dios ! . Wouldst thou be gluttonous 

in tby delicacies ? 

Laz. He that eats nothing but a red herring a- 
day shall ne’d be broiled for the devil’s rasher : 
a pilcher, signor, a surdiny,® an olive, that I may 
be a philosopher first, and immortal after. 

5! ^ A.sarddle, $ardma^ or andsovy* 
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Pack Patience, Lazarillo ! let contemplation be 
tby food awbile : I say unto tbee, one pease was 
a soldier’s provanU a whole day at the destruction 
of Jerusalem. 

Las. Ay, an it were any where but at the des- 
truction of a place, I’ll be bang’d. 

Enter Metaldi and Mendoza. 

. J'/e/rSignor Pachieco Alasto, my most ingeni- 
ous cobler of Sevil, the buenos noches to your sig- 
nory ! 

Pack Signor Metaldi de Forgio ! my most fa- 
mous smith, and man of metal, I return your cour- 
tesy ten-fold, and do humble my bonnet beneath 
the shoe-sole of your congie. The like to you, 
signor Mendoza 'Pediculo de Vermini, my most 
exquisite hose-heeler ! 

La&. Here’s a greeting betwixt a cobler, a smith, 
and a botcher 1 they all belong to the foot, which 
makes them stand so much upon their gentry. 

Mend. Signor Lazarillo ! 

Laz. Ah, signor, Nay, we are all signors 
here in Spain, from the jakes-fanner to the gran- 
dee, or adelantadoP This botcher looks as if he 
were dough-baked ; a little butter now, and I 
could eat him like an oaten cake ! his father’s 
diet was new cheese and onions, when he got 
him : What a scallion-faced® rascal ’tis 1 y : 

Met. But wh|j, si|;nor Pachieco, do yon stand 
so much on tl^!|itii>rity and antiquity of your 
quality ® (as ydA^^eall it) in comparison of ours ? . 

"5 Protis« A] i. Ag^ion, provision. 

’ Adelantado.1 foracUef magistrate, presljent, or go- 

vcrnor. ' , “ 

s Scdiim-faced.} A scalltitn is a kind of small onion. 

» Foar quality.] here profession or calling. 
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Mend. Ay ; your reason for that 

■Pack. Why, thou iron-pated smith, and thou 
woollen- witted hose-heeler, hear what I will speak 
indifferently, and according to antient writers, of 
our three professions ; and let the upright Laza- 
rillo be both judge and moderator ! 

Laz. Still am I the most immortally hungry 
that may be ! 

PacA. ‘ Suppose thou wilt derive thy pedigree, 
like some of the old heroes, (as Hercules, .Eneas, 
Achilles) lineally from the gods, making Saturn 
thy great-grandfather, and Vulcan thy father-^ 
Vulcan was a god ^ 

Laz. He’ll make Vulcan your godfather by- 
and-by. 

Pack. Yet, I say, Saturn was a crabbed block- 
head, and Vulcan a limping horn-head; for Venus 
his wife was a strumpet, and Mars begat all her 
children : Therefore, however, thy original must 
of necessity spring from bastardy. Further, what 
can be a more deject spirit in man, than to lay his 
hands under every one’s horses’ feet, to do him 
service as thou dost ?— -For thee, I will be brief; 
thou dost botch, and not mend, thou art a hider 
of enormities, scabs, chilblains, and kib’d heels; 

much prone thou art to sects, and heresies, dis- 
turbing state and government; for how canst- 
thou be a sound member in the commonwealth, 
that art so subject to stitches in the ancles ? blush 
and be silent then, oh, ye mechanics ! compare 
no more with the politic cobler! for coblers in 
old time have prophesied ; what may they do now 
then, that haye every day waxed* better and bet- 
’ ter? Have we not the length of every man’s foot? 

* Waxed*} The old SaxoB word for gtmi bow confiaed lo. the 
and w^^ining of the iBOOin* - , 
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Are we not daily menders? Ye% and wiiat mend- 
ers ? Not horse-menders 

Laz. Nor manners-menders. 

Pack. But sole-menders : Oh, divine coblers ! — ■ 
Do we not, like the wise man, spin our own threads, 
(or our wives for us?) Do we not, by our sowing 
the hide, reap the beef? Are not we of the gentle- 
craft, whilst both you are but crafts*men ? You 
will say, you fear neither iron nor steel, and what 
you get is wrought out of the fire ; I must answer 
you again though, all this is but forgeryi, You 
may likewise say, a man’s a man, that has hut a 
hose on his head : I must likewise answer, that 
man is a botcher that has a heel’d hose on his 
head. To conclude, there can be no comparison 
with the cobler, who is all in all in the common- 
wealth, has his politic eye and ends on every man’s 
steps that walks, and whose course shall be lasting 
to the wdrld’s^ end. i#' - 

Met. I give place : the wit of man is wonder- 
ful 1 Thou hast hit the nail on the head, and I 
will give thee six pots for’ t, though I ne’er clench 
shoe again. 

Eiiter ViTELLi a7id Aegcaziee. 

Pack. Who’s this ? Oh, our Aiguazier ; * as ar- 
rant a knave as e’er wore one head under two of- 
fices ; he is one side Alguazier. : 

Met. The other side Serjeant. 

Mend. That’s both sides carrion, I am sure. 

Pack. This is he apprehends whores in the way 
of justice, and lodges ’em. in his own house, in the 
way of profit. He with him is the grand don Vi- 

* This dipyld be more correctly, olguakl, Span, a 

hiXiM] or catchpole* , 



Scene L] 


LOVE’S CURE. 


407 


telli, ’twixt whom and Fernando Alvarez the mor- 
tal -hatred is : he is indeed my don’s bawd, and 
does at this present lodge a famous courtezan of 
his, lately come from Madrid. 

Fit. Let her w'aut nothing, signor, she can ask : 
What loss or injury you may sustain 
I will repair, and recompense your love : 

Only that fellow’s coming I mislike, 

And did forewarn her of him. Bear her this, 
With my best love ; at night I’ll visit her. • 

IGives money. 

Jig. I rest your lordship’s servant ! 

Fit. Good even, signors ! — 

Oh, Alvarez, thou hast brought a son with thee 
Both brightens and obscures our nation, 

Whose pure strong beams on us shoot like the sun’s 
On baser fires. I would to Heaven my blood 
Had never stain’d thy bold unfortunate hand, 
That with mine honour I might emulate, 

Not persecute such virtue ! 1 will see him. 
Though with the hazard of my life ; no rest 
In my contentious spirits can I find, 

Till I have gratified him in like kind. [E.vit. 

I know ye not ! what nre ye? Hence, ye 
base bisognios ! * - ^ 7^ 

5 Besognios.] This appears to be a word of contempt, which 

perhaps will receive some explanation from the following passage 
' in ChurchyartFs Challenge, 15p3. p. S5. ‘‘it may be though {; 
that every mercinarie man and common hierling (taken up for a 
while, or serving a small season) is a souldier fit to be registred, 
or honoured among the renouned sort of warlike people. For such 
numbers of bezoignks, or necessarie instruments for the time, are 
to fall to their occupation when the service is ended, and not to 
, live idiely, or looke for imbrasing.'—ileed 

Bisogno is an Italian word, signifying In Spanish, bismno 
is a common phrase for a new-raised soldier, or recruit ; and the 
word is said to have originated from some Spanish soldiers in Italy, 
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Pacfi, Marry, Cazzoi Signor Alguazier, do you 
not know us ?— Why, we are your honest neigh- 
bours, the cobler, smith, and botcher, that have 
so often sat snoring cheek by joll with your sig- 
nory, in rug at midnight. 

Laz. Nay, good signor, be not angry ; you must 
uuderstand, a cat and such an officer see best in 
the dark. 

Me#. By this hand, I could find in my' heart to 
shoe his head ! 

Pack. Why then we know you, signor ! Thou 
mungril, begot at midnight, at the gaol-gate, by 
a beadle on a catchpole’s wife, are not you he 
that was wbipt out of Toledo for perjury ? 

Mend. Next condemn’d to the galiies for pil- 
fery, to the bull’s pizzle? 

Afe#. And after call’d to the inquisition for apos- 
tacy ? 

Pack. Ate not you he that, rather than you 
durst go an industrious voyage, being press’d, to 
the islands, skulked till the fieet was gone, and 
then earned your rial a-day by squiring punks and 
punklings up and down the city ? 

Laz. Are not you a Portuguese born, descend- 
ed o’ the Moors, and came hither into Sevil with 
your master, an arrant tailor, in your red bonnet, 
and your blue jacket lousy; though now your 
block-head be cover’d with the Spanish block, and 
your lashed shoulders with a velvet pee? * 

whoj not knowing the language sniiciently, expressed their wants' 
hy the word hmgna^ as Umgm cumtj I want meat ; and hence 
•toe inhabitants gave them the nickname of hmgni. 

^ T0ur Mock^^had be emered mik a Spanish block, md §mr ^ 
Imhei skmlders mik u velwel Vdui pee is nonsense : we 
shonM read mivei peel; meaning a coat or covering .of velvet A 
Spaniii block means t hat after the Spanish 
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Pach. Are not you lie that have been of thirty 
callings, yet ne’er a one lawful ; that being a chan- 
dler first, professed sincerity, and would sell no 
man mustard to his beef on the sabbath, and yet 
sold hypocrisy all your life-time? 

Met. Are not you he, that were since a surgeon 
to the stews, and undertook to cure, what the 
church itself could not, strumpets ? that rise to 
yourofficc by being a great don’s bawd ? 

Laz. That commit men nightly, offenceless? for 
the gain of a groat a prisoner, which your beadle ’ 
seems to put up, when you share three-pence ? 

Mend. Are not you he that is a kisser of men, 
in drunkenness, and a betrayer in sobriety ? 

Alg. Diablo! They’ll rail me into the gallies 
again. 

Pach. Yes, signor, thou art even he we speak 
of all this while. Thou mayst, by thy place now, 
lay us by the heels, ’tis true ,- but take heed ; be 
wiser, pluck not ruin on thine own head ; for ne- 
ver vvas there such an anatomy,^ as yve shall make 
thee then ; be wise therefore, Oh, thou child of the 
night ! Be friends, and shake hands. Thou art a 

Tfciough I believe Mason^s conjecture is right, 1 have not dis- 
turbed the text, as so many phrases, which have been altered by 
intrepid editors, have been so frequently proved true by their being 
discovered in other old books. Besides, the word peei for a cloak, 
(which is evidently the sense of the word, and not coatf) has not 
occurred to the editor in any other passage. — A Mock meant an- 
ciently the mould of the hat ; but is also used for the hat itself- 
So in Naps upon Parnassus, 1^58, in the character of an antiqua- 
rian Were they by chymist extracted, those reeking fumes by 
the artist extracted and modified, would very: handsomely beaver 
their Moch^ and Bt them as neatly as ere the ancient black-cap t 
cloud did the divine, temple.*^ . 

■ ^ Suck m anatoiny,3 was anciently synonymous with 
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proper man, if thy beard were redder remember 
t!iy worshipful function, a constable; though 
thou turnest day into night, and night into diiy, 
what of that ? — Watch less, and pray more : gird 
thy hear-skin (viz. thy rug-gown) to thy lofns; 
take tity staff in thy hand, and go forth at mid- 
night:’ let not thy mittens abate the talons of 
thy authority,® but gripe theft and whoredom, 
wheresoever thou meet’st 'em ; bear ’em away like 
a tempest, and lodge ’em safely in thine own 

’house., 

Would you have whores and thieves lodg- 
ed in such a house ? 

P<ach. Tiiey ever do so ; I have found a thief or 
a whore there when the whole suburbs could not 
furnish me. 

Ims. But wdty do they lodge there r 
\ Pmh. That they may be safe and forth-coming; 
for in the morning usually, the thief is sent to the 
'gaol, and the whore prostrates herself to the jus- 
tice. 

i >/«<?. Admirable Pachieco!" . r r, 

Met. Thou cobler of Christendom ! 

Alg. l^Aside-l There is no railing with these 

« Thm art a proper wan, if thi fceard -were redder.] In a pre- 
ceding note in these volumes, it has been observed, that Judas 
was painted with a red beard, and to this Pachiecb may sneering- 
ly allude, as bis fellow Metaldi had before said to the tdguetciC.. 
“ Are not you he that is a kisser of men in drunkenness, and a 
betrayer in sobriety ?” In some paits of Germany red hair is still 
superstitiously supposed a sign of an evil disposition. 

7 Girii tfy bear-ekin, (viz. % rug~gmn) totky loins; taketkp 
staff in thy Iian4,’and go forth at midnight. 'j These words are found 
only in the iii st fotio. — Ed. 177S, <■ 

They were probably omitted in 16”9, as being a prophane al- 
lusion to scripture, .. 

Tlfot is, Let not thy; mittens be the same to thy talons as a 
button is to a foil.— Symp^n. 
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rogues : I will close with ’em, till I can cry quit- 
tance. — Why, signors, and my honest neighbours, 
will ye impute that as a neglect of my friends, 
which is an imperfection in me I have been sand- 
blind from my infancy ; to make you amends, you 
shall sup with me. 

Laz. Shall we sup with ye, sir? O’ my consci- 
ence, they have wrong’d the gentleman extremely. 

Alg. And after supper, I have a project to em- 
ploy you in, shall make you drink and eat merri- 
ly this month. I am a little knavish • wli}', and 
do not I know all you to be knaves ? 

Pach. 1 grant you, we are all knaves, and will 
be your knaves ; but oh, while you live, take heed 
of being a proud knave ! 

Alg. On then, pass ; I will bear out my staff, 
and my staff shall bear out me. 

Laz. Oh, Lazarillo, thou art going to supper.® 

\P,xeunt. 


,, SCENE IL 


A Room in Alva.rez’ House. Arms hanging on the 

IVall. 


Enteir Lucio in Maris Attire^ and Bobadilla. 
Lucio. Pray ♦be not angry. 

^ Fletcber seems here to have had iniiis recolle'ctioa the name- 
- sake of this hungry hero in his owa comedy 'of The WomaU"* 
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It treads so gingerly ? Come on your ways 1 
Suppose me now your father’s foe, Vitelli, 

And spying you i’ the street, thus I advance : 

I twist my beard, and then I draw my sword.® 
Ludo. Alas ! 

Bob. And thus accost thee : “ Traitorous brat, 
How durst thou thus confront me? impious twig- 
Of that old stock, dewed with my kinsman’s gore. 
Draw! for'Fll quarter thee in pieces four.” 

Lucio. Nay, pr’y thee, Bobadilla, leaving thy foil- 
ing, 

Put up thy sword. I will not meddle with you. 
Ay, justle me, I care not, I’ll not draw ; 

Pray be a quiet man. 

Boh. Do ye hear ? answer me, as you would do 
don Vitelli, or I’ll be so bold as to lay the pom- 
mel of my sword over the hilts of your head ! — 
“ My name’s Vitelli, and I’ll have the wall.” 
Lucio. “ Why then, 

I’ll have the kennel : What a coil you keep ? 
Signor, what happen’d ’twixt my sire and your 
Kinsman, was long before I saw the world ; 

No fault of mine, nor will I justify 
My father’s crimes r Forget, sir, and forgive, ^ - 
’Tis Christianity, I pray put up your sword ; ? 

I’ll give you any satisfaction. 

That may become a gentleman. However, 

I hope you are bred to more humanity, 

Than to revenge my father’s wrong on me, 

® 1 twist- my beard, them I draw mu sword,^ passage 
seems to explain the common phrase in old language, to beard an 
adversarys that is^ to defy him* Steevens. explains It to cnt off' 
the beard of the foe ; but, as this conid not be done till he was 
down,, it seems more cationai.to suppose, (and indeed the text 
proves the supposition,) that to twist one's own heard was an in* 
suit intended to provoke the choler of the adversary, a mark of 
Indignity similar to biting the thumbs ^ ■ 
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That crave your iov6 and peace ” Law-you-now, 
Zanclio, 

Would not this quiet him, were be ten Vitellis ? 

Bob. Oh, craven-chicken of a cock o’ th’ game ! 
V’cll, wliat remedy r — Did thy father see this, o’ 
my conscience, he would cut off thy masculine 
gender, crop thine ears, beat out thine eyes, and 
set thee in one of the pear-trees for a scare-crow i 
as I am Vitelli, I am satisfied ; but as I am Boba- 
dilia Spindola Zancho, steward of the house, and 
thy father’s servant, I could find in my heart to 
lop off the hinder part of thy face, or to beat all 
thy teeth into thy mouth ! Ob, thou whey-blood- 
ed milksop, ril wait upon thee no longer; thou 
shalt even wait upon me. Come your ways, sir ; 
I shall take a little pains with you 'else. * 

-t V' Enter Clara in Female Habit. 

Claim. Where art thou, brother Lucior — Ran tan 
tan ta, ran tan ran tan tan, ta ran tan tan tan ! — 
Ob, I shall no more see those golden days ! These 
clothes will never faclge with me A pox o’ this 
filthy fard ingale, thiship-hape ! — Brother, why are 
women’s haunches only limited, confined, hoop’d 
in as- it were, with these same scurvy vardingalesr 
Bob. Because women’s haunches only are most 
subject to display and fly out, 

Clara. Bohadiila, rogue, ten ducats, ' I hit the 
prepuce of thy cod-piece ! 

Zucio. Hold, if you love my life, sister ! I am 
not Zancho Bohadiila ; I am your brother Lucio. 
What a fright you have put me in 1 
Clara. Brother r and wherefore thus ? 

Zucio. Why, master steward here, wgnor Zan- 

3 These ckikes mil wester fadgea-kA me.J That is, agree with roe. 
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cho made me change : He does nothing but mis- 
use me, and call me coward, and swears 1 shall 
wait upon him. 

Bob. Well ! 1 do no more than I have authority 
for. — ’Would I were away though ! [^Asidel For 
she’s as much too mannish, as he too womanish : 
I dare not meddle with her ; yet I must set a good 
face on it, if I had it. — I have like charge of you, 
madam ; I am as well to mollify you as to qualify 
hinii. What have you to do with armors, and'pis- 
tols, and javelins, and swords, and such tools ? 
Remember, mistress. Nature hath given you a 
sheath only, to signify women are to put up men’s 
weapons, not to draw them !— Look you now, is 
this a fit trot for a gentlewoman ? You shall see 
the court-ladies move like goddesses, as if they 
trod air ; they will swim you their measures,'^ like 
whiting-mops,^ as if their feet were fins, and the 
hinges of their knees oil’d. Do they love to ride 
great horses as you do ? no ; they love to ride 
great asses sooner. ’Faith, 1 know not what to 
say to ye both : Custom iiath turn’d Nature topsy- 
■ turyy:»y^p.sa';'a|5|i|l|iHpiii^^ 

Clam. Nay, > hut master steward 

Bob. Y'ou cannot trot so‘ fast, but he ambles as 

Clara. Signor Spindle 1 will you hear me ? 

Bob. He that shall come to bestride your virgi- 
nity had better be a-foot o’er the dragon. 

Clara. Very well 1 

Bob. Did ever Spanish lady pace so ? 

* Measures.'^ Bytliis word was anciently meant rfances of aslow 
'and solemn nature, like our minuet. 

s Whiting'mops.l i. e. Young whitings, commonly used as a 
term of endearment. 
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C/mv :- Hold these a little ! 

ITakes a truncheon from tk^ wail. 
Luck. I’ll not touch ’em, I. 

Ciard. First do I break your office o’er your pate, 
You dog-skin- faced rogue, piicher, you Foor- 
Johu !* 

Which 1 will heat to stock-fish. him. 

Luck. Sister! 

Buh. Madam ! 

XHara. You cittern-head !’ who have you talk’d 
to, ha? 

You nasty, stinking, and ill- countenanced cur ! 

Boh. By this hand I’ll bang your brother for 
this, when I get him alone. 

Clara. How ! Kick him, Eucio ! He shall kick 
you, Bob, 

Spite o' thy nose ; that's flat. Kick him, I say, 
Or I will kick thy head off ! 

Boh. Softly, you had best ! [Lucio kicks him. 
Clara. Ndw, thou lean, dried, and ominous- 
visaged 'knave, 

Thou false and peremptory steward, pray ! 

For I will hang thee up in thine own chain ! 
Luck. Good sister, do not choak him. 

Bob. Murder! murder! lEmit. 

Clara. Weil ! I shall meet with ye.-— Lucio, who 
bought this? 

Tis a reasonable good one ; but there bangs one, 
Spain’s champion ne’er used truer ; with this staff 
Old Alvarez has led up men so close, 

« P6or Johi.l Mr Malone observes that pmr John is bate, 

dried and salted* 

^ Ton citterfi-iiead !] €iikm$ m lutes apfi'ear to have leeii an* 
eieatly decorated with a feead^ as the word of contempt In the text ’ 
occurs more than o«ce*. ^ So lu Ford*s Fancies CliaSte mi Noble,*, 
(E4 1811, voUL f* prick-CMei a 

gewgaw/^ 
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They could almost spit in the cannon’s moutk; 
Whilst I with that, and this, well mounted, shirr’d’ 
A horse-troop through and through, like swift 
Desire, 

And seen poor rogues retire, all gore, and gash’d 
Like bleeding shads. 

Lycw. Bless us, sister Clara, 

How desperately you talk ! What do ye call 
This gun ? a dag ?® 

Clara. I’ll give’t thee ; a French petroneK ' 
You never saw my Barbary, the Infanta 
Bestow’d upon me, as yet, Lucio : 

Walk down, and see it. 

Lucio. What, i&to the stable 
Not I ; the jades will kick ; The poor groom there 

7 and this, ixiell mounted^ 

A horse-troop through and throiigJi^^l The old folio reads 
sctUT’d, which I take to be only a false spelling of a better word, 
viz. skirt'^d : Thus Shakspcare in Macbeth, act v. scene iii. 

Send out more horses ; skir the country round '* 

To sldr is 'celitari, to light as the light-horse do, from whence the 
substantive skirmish. 

In Henry V* Shakspeare uses the Word fat Jlyingsm/tly^ though 
from an enetoy. The king says of the French horse, act iv, 
sc<!he xiii. :''V' • 

He'll make 'em- skir aueay^ as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings'* 

No reader of taste would bear the change of the word skir, which 
is perfectly poetical, as the sound is an echo to the sense, for scorn ; 
and Fletcher has not suffered much less by the change. — Seward, 
When the indeterminate state of orthography is considered, it 
will not appear, wonderful that scurr'd may have been as common 
a manner of spelling the word in question as shirred, 

s What ds ye call 

This gun f a dag ?] A dag was an ancient name for a pistol. 
So in Jack jprum's Entertainment : , 

— “ He would shew me how to hold the dag. 

To draw the cock, to charge^ and set the flint 
TOL, Till. , 2 B ^ 


o 
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Was almost spoil’d tlie otlher day. 

Ck7'a. Fy on thee ! 

Thou wilt scarce be a man before thy mother. 
Lticio. When will you be a woman ? 

Clara. ’Would I were none ! 

But Nature’s privy seal assures me one. 

Enter Alvarez and Bobadilla. 

• Ah. Thou anger’st me! Can strong habitual 
custom 

Work with such magic on the mind and manners. 
In spite of sex and Nature ? Find out, sirrah. 
Some skilful fighter. 

Bob. Yes, sir. 

Alv. I will rectify 

And redeem cither’s proper inclination, 

Or bray ’em in a mortar, and new-njokl 'em. 

Bob. Believe your eyes, sir j I tell you, wc wash 
an Ethiop. ■'"fe'..,'.- [ExH, 

''■j Ckra. I strike it, for ten ducats. 

Ah,' How now, Clara, 

Your breeches on still ? And your petticoat 
Not yet ofl’ Lucio ? art thou not geit ? 

Or did the cold Muscovite beget thee, 

That lay here iieger,® in the last great frost r 

9 That lay here Heger.] So, in Greene’s Quip for an Upstart 
Courtier, 4to. 1592.:““ Indeed, I have been Ueger in my time in 
London, and have play’d many madde praackes, lor which cause 
you may apparently see I am made a curtail ; for the pillnry (in 
the sight of a great many good and sufficient witnesses) hath eaten 
off both my eares,'and now, sir, this rope-maker hunteth me hcere 
with his halters. ’’“And in Uie Roaring Girlc, or Moll Cutpurse, 
by Middleton and Dekkar, 

“ What durst move you,' sir, ' „ 

To thinke me whoorish ? a name which Fde tcare out 
’ From the hye Germaine’s throat, if' it Idy ledger there ! 

To dispatch privy slanders against mee I"-— Heed. 
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■ • 4i9' 

Art not thou, Clara, turn’d a man indeed 
Beneath the girdle ? and a woman thou ? 

I’ll have you search’d; by Heaven, I stronnlv 
doubt! . 

We must have these things mended. Come, go 
in ! . 

Enter Vitelei nnJ Bobadilea. 

'Beh. With Lucio, say you ? There he is for you.' 

Vit. And there is for thee. [Gives money. 

Bob. I thank you. You have now bought a 
little advice of me : If you chance to have con- 
ference with that lady there, be very civil, or 
look to your head ! She has ten nails, and you 
have but two eyes : If any foolish hot motions 
should chance to rise in the horizon, under your 
equinoctial there, qualify it as well as you can, 
for I fear the elevation of your pole will not agree 
■with the horoscope of her constitution : She is 
Bell and the Dragon,’ I assure you. [Exit. 

Vit. Are you the Lucio, sir, that saved Vitelli? 

Lucio. Not I, indeed; sir I did never brabble : 
There walks that Lucio metamorphosed, [EMtx 

Vit. Do you mock rne ^ , 

Clara. No, he does not: I am that 
Supposed Lucio that was, but Clara 
That is, and daughter unto Alvarez. 

A J/e^er-ambassadoi: was one who was resident, in contradis- 
tinction to occasional envoys, Russian ambassadors were at King 
Jameses court in and in 1622 ; and as Sir Finnet, in his P/ci- 
loxcmsy mentions, that in the latter year, oii account of the great 
frast, they did not‘:5tir from their house till June ; the text pro- 
' babiy alludes to the latter embassy, and this fixes the dale of the 
play* o 

* Bdl and the Dragoii^l This sign may possibly be a corruption 
of the Dragon of Bable, or Babylon, one of the books in the Apo- 
• crypiia* ^ 
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Vii. Amazement daunts me ! ’Would my life 
were riddles, 

So you were still my fair expositor 1 
Protected by a lady from my death ? 

Oh, I shall wear an everlasting blush 
Upon my cheek from this discovery ! 

Oh, you, the fairest soldier I e’er saw, 

Each of whose eyes, like a bright beamy shield, 

Comjuers without blows, the contentious 

Clara. Sir, guard yourself ; you are in your ene- 
my’s house, 

And may be injured. 

ViL ’I’is impossible : 

Eoe, nor oppressing odds, dares prove Viteili, 

If Clara side him, and will call him friend. 

I would the difference of our bloods were such 
As might with any shift be wiped away ! 

Or ’would to Heaven yourself were all your name ; 
Thut, having lost blood by you, I might hope 
To raise blood from you! But my black-wiug’d 
fate , 

Hovers aversely over that fond hope ; 

And he whose tongue thus gratifies the daughter* 
And sister of his enemy, wears a sword 
To rip the father and the brother up : 

Thus you, that saved this wretched life of mine, 
Have saved it to the ruin of your friends. 

That my affections should promiscuously 
Dart love and hate at once, both worthily i 
Pray let me kiss your hand ! 

Clara. You are treacherous, 

And come, to do me mischief. 

® Thi$ gratifies the daugkietJ} TIjIs, says Sympsoii^ Cowles m 
oddly/* and therefore would read giorifies^ ‘But thc^eld text may 
btami* To as Mason Interprets it-— to 

'reqalte } Vltelii comes to tiiauk Clara for saving his life in the first 
act. ■ /■ ' ^ ' 
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Vit. Speak on still ; 

Yolir words are falser, fair, than my intents, 

And each sweet accent far more treacherous ; for 
Though you speak ill of me, you speak so well 
I do desire to hear you. 

Clara. Pray be gone ; 

Or, kill me if you please. 

Vit. Oh, neither can I : 

For, to he gone were to destroy my life ; 

And to kill you were to destroy my soul. * 

I am in love, yet must not be in love ! 
ni get away apace. Yet, valiant lady, 

Such gratitude to honour I do owe, 

And such obedience to your memory, ' 

That if you will bestow something, that I 
May wear about me, it shall bind all wrath. 

My most inveterate wrath, from all attempts, 

Till you and I meet next. 

Clara. A favour, sir ? 

Why, I’ll give you good counsel. 

Vit. That already 

You have bestow’d ; a ribbon, or a glove 

Clara. Nay, those are tokens for a waiting-maid 

: Ybur?feather--^|^^^ 

Clara. Fy ! 

The wenches give them to the serving-men. 

Vit. That little ring 

’Twill hold you but by th’ finger; 

And I would have you faster. 

Vit. Any thing 

That I may' wear, and but remember you. ^ 
Clara. This smile ; my good opinion ; or myself! 
But that, it seems, you like not. 

’ When any smiles, I will remember yours ; 

Your good opinion shall in ^eight poize me 
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Against a tlionsand ill ; lastly, yourself 
Kiy curious eye now figures in my heart, 

Where I will wear you tii! the tabic break.^ 

So, whitest angels guard you! 

Chn'a. Stay, sir; I 

Have fitly thought to give, what you as fitly 
.May not disdain to wear. 

Pit. What’s that ? 

Clura. This sword. — 

I n^(H' heard a man speak till this hour : {Aside, 
His words are golden chains, and now I fear 
The lioness bath met a tamer here : 

Ey, how his tongue chimes, I — What was I saying? 
Oh, this favour I bequeath you, Avhich I tie 
In a love-knot, fast, ne’er to hurt my friends ; 
Yet be it fortunate ’gainst all your foes 
(For I have neither friend, nor foe, but yours) 

As e’er it was to me ! I have kept it long, 

And value it, next my virginity. — 

But, good, return it; for I now remember 
I vow’d, who purchased it should have me too. 
Vit. ’Would that were possible; but, alas, ’tis 
not : 

Yet tins assure yourself, most-honoured Clara, 

I’ll not infringe an article of breath 

My vow hath offer’d to you ; nor from 'thp part 

Whilst it hath edge, or point, or | {£j;it. 

My curium eye mw Jignm m my ' 

Wkere I mil wear it till Hfi'' laWe Table here, as in 

many other pas-sages, meaiia,lfc bmrf cir ciimm cm which a pic- 
ture is drawn. For it Love's Sacrilicct by For(l~“ I 

wiil have my picture dni^.. mom com|)osituoiisly% in a scfiiare 
tabk^ of some two foot tog, from the crowa of tlic head to the 
waste dowawanlf — \fltelli says, Your form is pictured ia my 
heart, where I will wear the representation of you till tlie picture,^ 
or rather the board or canvas mi which the picture is drawn (©j‘ 
heart) hreak/^ / ■ ; ' , 
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Clara. Oh, leave me living ! — What new exer* 
. cise 

Is crept into ray breast, that blancheth clean 
My former nature ? I begin to find 
l am a woman, and must learn to fight 
A softer sweeter battle than with swords. 

I am sick methinks ; but the disease I feel 
Pieaseth, and punisheth. I warrant, love 
Is very like this, that folks talk of so ; 

I skill not'* what it is, yet sure even here^ - " 
Even in my heart, I sensibly perceive 
It glows, and riseth like a glimmering flame. 

But know not yet the essence on’t, nor name. 


ACT III. SCENE 1. 

A Room in the Alguazier’s House. 


Enter Maleoda and Alguazier. 


Malr. He must not? nor he shall not? who 
shall let him 

You, politic Diego, with your face of wisdom ! 
Don Blirt ! The pox upon your aphorisms, 
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Your grave anci sage ale-pbysiognoiny \ 
l)o not I know thee for the Alguazier, 

Whose {lunghill all the parish scavengers 
Could never rid r Thou cometly to men, 

Wliose serious folly is a butt for all 

To shoot their wits at; whilst thou hast not wit, 

Nor heart, to answer, or be angry ! 

Jig. Lady! 

Mah\ Peace, peace, you rotten rogue, sup- 
ported by 

A staif of rottener office ! Dare you check 
Ally’s accesses that I will allow ? 

Piorato is my friend, and visits me 
In lawful sort, to espouse me as his wife ; 

And who will cross, or shall, our interviews? 

You know me, sirrah, for no chambermaid, 

That cast lier belly and her waistcoat^ lately. 
Thou thiiik’st thy constableship is much! not so; 
I am ten offices to thee : Ay, thy house, 

Thy house and office is maintain’d by me. 

jig. My house-of-office is maintain’d i’th’ garden! 
Go to ! 1 know you ; and I have contrived, 
(You’re a delinquent) but I have contrived 
A poison, though not in the third degree : 

I can say, black’s your eye,'*' though it be grey; 

3 IFaisfcoatJ See vo!. V. p. 295. r , ' 

* 1 can say, black’s your eye.] This expression is not entire- 
ly obsolete among the vulgar. In The Bird in a Cage, by Shir- 
ley, Bonainico says — “ Are you in debt, and fear arresting ? you 
shall save your money in protections, come up to the sergeant, 
nay, walk by a shoal of these mankind horse-leaches, and be mace- 
proof, If you have a mind to rail at ’em, or kick some of their 
loose Jlesh out, they sha’ not shy block’s your eye, jior with all their 
lynx’s eyes discover, you.” And in Roy’s Satire on Woisey, en- 
liiled, “ Rede me and be nott wrothe, for 1 say nothing but 
trothe,” — 

i f ,, ; ; they Cat theif bcilies fuli, 

, ;;;4iii;hone saylh black is his eye !” 
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I have connived at this your friend, and you ; 
But" what is got by this connivency? 

1 like his feature well;^ a proper man, 

Of good discourse, fine conversation, 

Valiant, and a great carrier of the business. 
Sweet-breasted® as the nightingale or thrush! 
Yet I must tell you, you "forget yourself; 

My lord yitelli’s love, and maintenance. 
Deserves no other Jack i’ th’ box, ’ but he,^ - 
What though he gather’d first the golden fruit, 
And blew your pigs-coat up into a blister,* 

When you did wait at court upon his mother ; 
Has he not well provided for the bairn ? 

Beside, what profit reap I by the other ? 

If you will have me serve your pleasure, lady, 
Your pleasure must accommodate my service; 

As good be virtuous and poor, as not 
Thrive by my knavery; all the world would be 
Good, prosper’d goodness like to villainy. 

I am the king’s vicegerent by my place ; 

His right lieutenant in mine own precinct. 

Malr. Thou art a right rascal in all men’s 

Yet nowj my pair of twins, of fool and knave. 
Look, we are friends ; there’s gold for thee : Admit 
Whom I.will have, and keep it from my don. 

And I will make thee richer than thou art wise : 

^ J like Ms feather welL} Altered by Sympson. I am however 
by no means fully convinced of the necessity of the variation. As 
gallants almost universally wore feathers, the Alguacil might 
mean to designate the gait or fashion of Piorato by the term. 

Sweet -breasted/] See note on the Pilgrim, voL V. p. 408., 

" Jack i[ to.] This may either allude to the common child's 
toy, where the touch' of a spnng opens the lid of a box, and disco- 
vers Jacky the small figure ; or Jack P th* box may be another name 
for Jack of the clock, frequently alluded to in old plays, and a spe- 
cimen of it is still gazed at in Fleet street^at St Dunstan's church. 


Tiiy chikiren shall eat still, my good iiight-owl, 
And thy old wile sell andirons to the court, 

Be countenanced by the dons, and wear a hood, 
Xay, keep my garden-house ; Fll call her mother. 
Thee hither, my good poisonous rcd-luiir'd devil, ® 
And gold shall daily be thy .sacnliee, 

Wrought from a fertile island of mine own, 
Which 1 will offer, like an Indian queefi. 

And 1 will be thy rlevil, thou my flesli. 
With tidnch III catch the world. 

Till some fobacco, 

And bring it in. If Piorato come 

Before my don, admit him ; if my don 

Before niy love, conduct him, my dear devil ! 

Aig. I will, my dear flesh. — First come,’ first 
served ; Well said ! — 

Oh, equal Heaven, how wisely thou disposcst 
Thy several gifts I One’s born a great ricii fool, 
For the subordinate knave to work upon ; 
Another’s poor with wit’s addition, ^ 

Which, well or ill used, builds a living up, 

And that too from the sire oft descend s 
Only fair virtue, by traduction 
Never succeeds,® and seldom meets success : 
"What have I then to do with’t? My free will, 
Left me by Heaven, makes me or good or ill. 
Now since vice gets more in this vicious world 
Than piety, and my stars’ confluence 
Enforce my disposition to affect 

® poe'soaoBS red-hair’d dill.] Tlic,J,ast word is, I sup- 

post% JIB abbreviation of deviL ' For tlie preceding epitliet sec p, 
410 of this play* ■ • ” 

^ Mever succeeds*] :i e* Mever follows by smemmu^^Ed, 

' 
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Gain, and the name of rich, let who will practise’’ 
Warj and grow that way great > religious, 

And that way good ! My chief felicity 
Is wealth, the nurse of sensuality : 

And he that mainly labours to be rich, 

Must scratch great scabs, and claw a strumpet’s 
itch. {EdL 


-SCENE II. 


A Street before the same. 


Enter Pioeato and Bobadilla, 

Pio. To say, sir, I will wait upon your lord, 
■Were not to understand myself. 

Bob. To say, sir. 

You will do any thing but wait upon him. 

Were not to understand my lord. , 

Pio. Ill meet him ■ , - < . 

Some half-hour hence, and doubt not but to render 
His son a man again ; The cure is easy j 
J have done divers. 

■ Boh. Women do you mean, sir? 

Pio, Cures I do mean, sir. Be there but one 
spark 

Of fire remaining in him unextinct, 

With my discourse III blow it to a flame, 

.And with my practice into action. 

I have hajl one so full of childish fear, 

And womanish-hearted, sent to my advice, 

He durst not draw a knife to cut his meat. 
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Bfih. And lio'^r, sir, did you help him ? 

Pki. Sir, I kept him 

Seven days iii a dark room by candle-light, 

.■\ jMcntcous table spread, with all good meats, 
Jlelore his eyes, a case of keen liroad knives 
Upon the board, and he so watch’d he might not 
Touch the least modicum, unless he cut it ; 

And thus I brought him first to draw a knife. 
Good! 

Pio. Then for ten days did I diet him 
Only with burnt pork, sir, and gammons of bacon ; 
A pill of caviary iidw Sind then, 

Which breeds choier adust, you know 

Bob. Tis true. 

pio. And to purge phlegmatic humour, and 
cold crudities, 

In all that time he drank me aipia-foriis. 

And nothing else but 

Bob. signor j 

Tor . 

I say again : What’s one man’s poison, signor, 

Is another’s meat or drink. 

Bob. Your patience, sir ! 

By your good patience, he had a huge cold 
stomach. 

Pio. I fired it, and gave him then three sweats 
In the artillery-yard, three drilling days ; 

And now he’ll shoot a gun, and draw a sword, 
And fight, with any man in Christendom. 

Bob. A receipt for a coward 1 I’ll be bold, sir, 
To write your good prescription. 

Pio. Sir, hereafter 

You shall, and underneath it ^ulprohattim.-— 

Is your chain right?’ ' 

* Is yeur chain dgkt ?] That is, Is it real gold ? 


429 


ScEiTEn.} LOVE’S CURE. 

Bob. It is both right and just, sir ; 

For," though I am a steward, 1 did get it 
With no man’s wrong, 

Pio. You are witty. 

Bob. So, so. 

Could you not cure one, sir, of being too rash. 
And over-daring ? (there now’s my disease) 
Fool-hardy, as they say ? for that in sooth 
I am. 

Pio. Most easily. 

Bob How? 

Pio. To make you drunk, sir, 

With small beer once a-day, and beat you twice, 
Till you be bruis’d all over ; if that help not, 
Knock out your brains. 

Bob. This is strong physic, signor, 

And never will agree with my weak body : 

I find the medicine worse than the malady. 

And therefore \vill remain fool-hardy still. 

You’ll come, sir ? 

Pio. As I am a gentleman. 

Bob. A man o’ th’ sword should never break his 

Pio. Fil overtake you : I have only, sir, ^ .. . ^ 
A complimental visitation i 

To offer to a mistress lodged here by. ' ’ 

Bob. A gentlewomaiL? 

Pio. Yes, sir. 

Bob. Fair and comely ? 

Pio. Oh, sir, the paragon, the nonpareil 
Of Sevil, the most wealthy mine of Spain, 

For beauty and perfection. - - 

Bob. Say you so? 

Might not a man entreat a courtesy, 

To walk«along'with you, signor, to peruse 
This dainty mine, though not to dig in’t, signor? 
Hauh — hope you’ll not deny^me, beingastranger; 
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though I am steward, I am fiesli and blood. 

Ami frail as other men. 

F'lO. Sir, blow your nose ! 

I dare not, for the world ; No ; she is kept 
Bv a great don, Vitelii. 
lh)'b. How ! 

Fh. 'Tis true. 

Bub, See, things will veer about! This don 
Vitelii 

Am iTo seek now, to deliver letters 
Prom my young mistress Clara ; and, I tell you, 
Under the rose, (because you are a stranger 
And my especial friend) 1 doubt there is 
A little foolish love betwixt the parties, 
Unknown unto my lord. 

Pio. Happy discovery ! [AsUk. 

My fruit begins to ripen. — Hark yon, sir ! 

I would not wish you now to give those letters; 
But home, and ope this to madonna Clara, 
Which when I come I’ll justify, and relate 
More amply and particularly , 

JBoA I approve 

Your counsel, and will practise it. Beso las manos ! 
Here’s two cliewres chewr’d ! When Wisdom is 
employ’d, 

’Tis ever thus. — Your more acquaintance, signor ! 
I say not better, lest you think I thought not 
Yours good enough. . {EFit. 


® Hen’s two che\fres cb^rU]‘ That is, Here are /ao busi/iesscs 
dispatched. Ciewrt Biay he a south-country word for bminess-, 
but in the north w6 Sltowld.sajj 

■Mere’& chares char'd . , 

So in The Nobl^Sinsmen, we have the same word ; act iii. sc. ii. 
the Gaoler’s Daughter, speaking of Palamon, says, ' 

“ Aliy char’d when he is gone. JS'n, no, I He, 

My father’s to be h^g’d for his escape, &c.”-— Sjnipson. 
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Pio, Your servant, excellent steward ! 

^Would all the dons in Spain had^^m brains I 

Enter Alguazieh. 

Here comes the Alguazier ; Dieuwtis guarde, mon-,. 
sieur! 

Is my cuz stirring yet? 

Alg. Your cuz, good cousin?^ 

A whore is like a fool, a- kin to all 

The gallants in the town. Your cuz, good signor. 

Is gone abroad, sir, with her other cousin, 

My lord Vitelii ; since when there hath been 
Some dozen cousins here to enquire for her. 

Pio. She’s greatly allied, sir. 

A Ig. Marry is she, sir ; 

Come of a lusty kindred ! The truth is, 

I must connive no more; no more admittance 
Must I consent to : My good lord has threaten’d 
me, 

And you must pardon 

Pio. Out upon thee, man ! 

Turn honest in thine age? one foot i’ th’ grave? 
Thou shalt not wrong thyself so for a million. v 
Look, thou three-headed" Cerberus (for wit ' 

I mean), here is one sop, and two, and three ; 

For every chop a bit ! ' [Gives mone^, 

Alg. Ay, marry, sir ! — 

"Well, the poor heart loves you but too well. 

We have been talking on you, ’faith, this hour, 

^ €ousmJ\ So in Dekkar’s Honest Whore : — 

Cousin! a name of much deceit^, folly, and sin i 
. For under that common abused word, 

Many an honest- temper'd citizen 

Is made a monster, and his wife trained out 

To foul adulterous action, full of fraud. 

Imay well call that word a city's bawd» 
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'<Where, what I said — Go to! she loves your valnur; 
Oh, and your music most abominably ! 

She is within, sir, and alone. — What mean you ? 

[PlOKATO CtKingCH silks. 
Pio. That is your sergeant’s side, I take it, sir ; 
Now I endure your constable’s much better; 
There is less danger in’t ; for one, you know. 

Is a tame harmless monster in the light, 

The sergeant, salvage * both by day and night* 

' Alg. ril call her to you for that. •• 

Pio, No, I’ll charm her. , . 

Alg. She’s come. 

Pb. My spirit ! 

E?ifer Malroda. 

3falr. Oh, my sweet! 

Leap hearts to lips, and in our kisses meet! 

SONG. 

Pio. Turn, turn, thy beauteous face a’uviy, 

How pale and sickly looks the day, 

In emulation of thy brighter beams ! 

Oh, envious Light, Jiy, Jiy, begone, 

Come, Night, and piece two breasts as one ,• 
When what Love does, we will repeat in dreams. 
Yet, thine eyes open, who can Day hence fright? 
Let but their lids fall, and it will be Night ! 

Alg. Well, I will leave you to your fortitude, 
And you to temperance. Ah, ye' pretty pair ! 
Twere sin to sunder you. Lovers being alone ■ 

^ 4 An obsolete' word for savage,^ used hf Piorato af- 

fectedly. 
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I 

Make one of two, and day and night all one. 

Bu-t fail not out, I charg-e you, keep the peace ; 
You know my place else. [Exit. 

Malr. No, you will not marry ; 

You are a courtier, and can sing, noy love, 

And want no mistresses ; but yet I care not, 

I’il love you still, and when I am dead for you. 
Then you’ll believe my truth. 

Eio. You kill me, fair ! 

It is my lesson that you speak. Have I 
In any circumstance deserved this doubt ? 

I am not like your false and perjured don. 

That here maintains you, and has vow’d his faith ; 
And yet attempts in way of marriage 
A lady not far off. 

Malr. How’s that? 
f io. ’Tis 

And therefore, mistress, now the time is come 
You may demand his promise ; and I swear 
To marry you with speed. 

Malr. And with that gold 
Which don Vitelli gives, you’ll walk some voy age,^ 
Aiid leave me to my trade ; and laugh and brag, 
How you o’er-reach’d a whdre>"ahd gull’d a lord. 

Eio. You anger me extremely ! Fare you well !- 
What should I say to be believed ? Expose me 
To any hazard ; or, like'jealous Juno, 

The incensed step-mother of Hercules, 

Design me labours most impossible, ^ 

< Walk some voyage.'^ Voyage is now improperly applied only 
to journies at sea; but it properly signifies a journey either by 
land or sea, as th^ French use the word voyage. The 'noxA jour- 
ney' h derived from joar, the day; voyage is from voys, via, the 
way : And here is used in its .proper signification. — Seward. 

s Labours most impossible.2 Syrapson wishes to weaken the 
espression by reading — Labours ’most (i. e. almost) impossible. 
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I’ii do ’em, or die in ’em ; so at last 
You will believe me. 

Mair Come ; we are friends ; I do 
I am thine ; walk in. My lort! has.sratnic (mtsides, 
But thou shall have ’em ; the colours are too sad.* 
Fio. ’Faith, mistress, I want clothes indeed. 
]\Jalr. I have 

Some gold too, for my servant. 

.Pio. .And I have 

.A better metal for my mistress. lEscuuL 


SCENE III. 


, A Moom m the same. 

Enter Vitelli and Aeguaziek, ai severai Dmn. 

Alg, [yi.vide.] Undone ! — ’lYit, norv or never 
help me ! — My master? 

He’ll cut my throat! — I am a dead constable ! 

But the present reading is right, and a bold poetical mode of ex- 

pression used by Sliakspcare as well as by mr aulhors^ In Muck 
Ado about Notliiiig, Beatrice says that lleiunlict araiisctl limwelf 
i'll devising impossible slanders : in the Merry Wives of Windsor^ 
Ford says, tie would searcb for l-alstatTiii impossible places : {i.nd 
Ib JonsOB^s Sejauus, Silius accuses Aper of malicious arid aidni'** 
fold applying, foul arrcsliog, and mipossible coiistriictiuiB~ill«^ 
mn. ■ ■ 

f 

^ krd Iim $€Ht me outsides 5 
But thu ^kdt Jmve tke mhurs mil im .siiij Tbe oul- 
sidles meiiyoncd here are probably outer* cloaks wbicb w-cro worn 
over tlie inantle. Bad has' here ibe same iiiciuiiBg ivlikrli bas 

occurred before^ somhre^ dark-coloured. 
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And lie’ll not be liang’d neither ; there's tlie 
• grief.-— 

The party, sir, is here- — 

J'it, V'hat ? 

Ahj;, He was here ; 

(I cry your lordsliip mercy !) but I rattled him ; 

1 told liim here was no companions 

For such debosh’d, and poor-condition’d fellows; 

I ‘bid hh'n venture not so desperately 
The cropping of his ears, slitting his nose. 

Or being gelt 

Vit. ’Twas well done. 

Alg. Please your honour, 

I told him there were stews ; and then at last 
Swore three or four great oaths she was removed, 
Which I did think I might, in conscience, 

Being for your lordship. 

ViL What bccante of him ? 

Alg. 'Faith, sir, he went arvay with a lica in’s 
ear, 

Like a poor cur, clapping his trindle tail " 
Betwixt hi.s leg.s . — A chi ha, a chi ha, a chi ha /—» 
Now, luck I 

Enter Malroba and Piorato. 

3£ah\ ’Tis he ; do as I told thee ; bless thee, 
signor !— 

Ob, my dear lord. 

Vit Mairodar what, alone ? 

3fab\ She never is alone, that is accompanied 

^ Tiindk-tml.} A term for a mean species of (here ap- 
plied to the tail* itself) mentioned in otter plays oi' Fletcher as 
well as in Sluikspe;ye’s King Lear. The esclamatinn in tint next 
tine may he an imilalion of sneezing, the signal to .^lalrmla ami 
I’iciuto that VitcUi is in thelioase; anti to this the words “ How, 
?'3Ck !” may refer. 
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V'kh noble thoughts,, my lord; and inhie are siicli. 
Being only of your lordship. 

/' V/. {'rer.ty lass ! 

Jh/’)\ Oh, niy good lord, my picture’s done ; , 
bur ’faith, 

It is not like. Nay, this way, sir! tlio light 
Strikes l)cst upon it liere. 

[Shms a picture, behind ichkh PjoEA'ro ,v/raA 
out. ■ 

Pio. Excellent wench i 

Jig. I airs glad the danger’s o’er. [U. 47 Y, 

Vit. ’Tis wond’rous like. 

But that Art cannot counterfeit what Nature 
Could make but once. 

Jl'Mr. Ail’s clear ; another tune {Aside. 

You must hear from me now. — Yitelli, thou art 
A most perfidious and a perjured man, 

As ever did usurp nobility ! 

FA, What mcaifst thou, Mai ? ;,:. 

Mnlr. Leave your betraying smiles, 

And clmngc the tunes of your enticing tongue; , 
To penitential prayers ; for I am great «^i|' 

In labour, even with anger; big with child 
Of woinan'.s rage, bigger tlian wium mj- womb 
Was pregnant l>y tiiee! Go, seducer, ily 
Out of the world ; let me tlie last wretch be 
Dishoiiourkl by thee! Touch me not; 1 loath 
My very heart, because tliou lay'st there long, 

A wonian's well help’d up, that's confident 
In e’er a glittering outside of you all ! 

’Would I had honestly been match’d ttj some 
Poor country swain, ere known the vanity 
Of court ! peace then had been my ^>ortion, 

Kor had been cozen’d by an hour'.s pomp, 

To be a whore unto my dying flay I * 

Pit. Oh, the uncomfortable ways stich wouico 
have ! „ ' 


I lieir dirrercnt speech and meanino', no a^^.'iirr.nc.c 
In vvl-iat they say or do: Disseinbiers 
Evi'ii in liudr prayers, as it’ the wcepitpij CJreek 
That flattcr’ci IVoy a-fire, had been their Aiiaiu ; 
Liars, as if their mother trad l)ecn made 
Only ofall the faisehooflof the man, 

Disposed into that ril) ! Do 1 know this. 

And mare; nay, ail that can concern tiiis sex, 
With the true end of my creation ? 

Can I with rational discourse smrietimes 
Advance my spirit into Heaven, before 
’T has shook hands with my body, and yet blindly 
Suffer my filthy flesh to master it. 

With sight of such fair frail beguiling objects r 
When I am absent, easily I resolve 
Ne’er more to entertain those strong desires 
That triumph o’er me, even to actual sin; 

Yet wlien I meet again those sorcerer’s eyes, 
'J'hcir i>cams rny hardest resolutions thaw, 

As iT that cakes of ice and July met ; 

And her sighs, powerful as the violent north. 
Like a light feather twirl me round alanit, 

And leave me in mine own low state again.— 
What ail’st thou ? Pr’ythee, weep not I Oh, those 
tears, 

If they were true, and, rightly spent, would raise 
A flow’ry spring i’ tlf midst of January ; 

Celestial ministers with crystal cups 
’iroulcl stoop to save ’em for immortal drink ! 

But from this passion— Why all this ? 

Malr. Do you ask ? 

You are marrying! having made me unfit 
For any ntarf, you leave me fit for all : 

Porters must be my burdens now, to live ; 

And fitting me yourself for carts and beadles, 

You leave me to ’em ; And who, ofall the world. 
But the virago, voiir great »rch-foe’s daugiiier' 
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Rut on ! I care not tliis jioor rasli ! ’Twill breed 
An excellent comedy; ha ! ha! It makes me laugh; 
I cannot chuse. The best is, some report 
It IS a match for fear, not love, o’ your side. 

Vit. Why, how the devil knows she that I saw 

[Aside. 

This lady ? are all whores pieced with some witch? 
I will be merry.— ’Faith, ’tis true, sweetheart, . 

I am to jnarry 

. 31 air. Are you? You base lord ! 

By Heaven, I’ll pistol thee, 

ViL A roaring whore ! — 

Take heed ! there’s a correction-house hard by. 
Youha’learn’d this o’ your swordraan, that I warn’d 
yon of. 

Your fencers and your drunkards. But whereas 
You upbraid roe with oaths, why, I must tell you 
I ne’er promised you marriage, nor have vow d, 
But said I love you, long as you remain’d 
The woman I expected, or you swore : 

And liow you have fail’d of that, sweetheart, you 
know. 


You fain would shew your pow'cr ; but, fare you 
well ! 

ril keep no more faith with an infidc!. 

Hair. Nor I my bosom for a Turk. Do vc 
hear? 

Go ! and the devil take me, if ever 
I see you more 1 I was too true. 

Vk. Come ; pish I 

That devil take the falsest of us two ! 

MaJr. Amen! 

Vk. You're an ill clerk, and curse yourself: 
Madness transports you. I confess, f tirew you 
Unto my will ; but you must know that must not 
Make me dote on the habit of my sin : 

I will, to settle you to your content, 
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Be master of my word. And yet lie lied, 

That told you I was marrying but in thought ; 
But will you slave me to your tyranny 
S.o cruelly, I .shall not dare to look 
Or speak to other women r make me not 
Yotir smock’.s monopoly. Come, let's he friends ! 
Look, here’s a jewel for thee ; I will come 
At night, anti 

3Iali\ What? Bfaith you shall not, sin 
Vit. I’faith and troth, and verily, but ! will. 
Mull'. Half-drunk, to make a noise, and rail ? ' 
Vit. No, no; 

Sober, and dieted for the nonce. I am thine ! 

I have won the day. 

Malr. The night, though, shall be mine. 

{EjteunL 


SCENE IV. 


^ ^ Rmm in kLVAVkWi' IJmm, 

Enter Clara and Bobadilla. 

Clara. What said he, sirrah ? 

Bob. Little, or nothing. ’Faith, I saw him not, 
Nor will not : He doth love a strumpet, mistress, 
Nay, keeps her spitefully, under the constable’s 
nose : 

It shall be justified by the gentleman, 

Your brotheVs master, that is now within 
A-practjsiug. • There are your letters ! Cornea 
You shall not cast yourself away while I live ; 
Nor will I venture my right*worshipful place 
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Tn swell a business. Here’s your mother (dovni ;) 
i\u{i lie that loves you ; another ’gates fellow— 

1 wish if you had any grace— — 

Chirti. Veil, rogue! i Sits ami xtur/i'V. 

Bob. riliu, 

To sec don Lucio manage : He will make 
A pretty piece of flesh, 1 promise you ; 

He does already handle his weapon finely, [Exit. 


Enter Eucjenia and Syavedka. 


Eug. She knows your love, sir, and the full 
allowance 

Her father and myself approve it with; 

And I must tell you, I much hope it hath 
Wrought some impressiou, by her alteration : 

She sighs, and s'aysjdrsootk, and cries lidgk-iw! 
She’ll take ill words o' th’ steward, and the ser- 
vants, 

Yet answer affably; and modestly ; 

Things, sir, not usual with her. There she is ; 
Change some few words. ” ' 

Sj/fn\ IMadam, I am bound to you. — 

How now, fair mistress r working? 

Clara. Yes, forsooth ; 

Learning to live another day. 

S^av. That needs not. 

Clara. No, forsooth ? by my truly, but it does ; 
We know not what we may come to. 

Eug. ’Tis strange ! ' 

Syav. Come, 1 ha’ begg’d leave for vou to play. 
Clara. Forsooth, 

Tis ill for a fair lady to be idle. 

Sgfa'o. She had better be well busied, I know 
i that. 

Turtle, methinks you mourn; shall I sit by you? 
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Qlam. If you be weary, sir, you luul best be gone ; 
I work not a true stitch, now you're my irate. 

Stjuv. li' I be so, I must do more than .side yoi.'. 
■ - Clara. Even what you wiil, but tread me. 

Saav- Shall we hit! ? 

Clara. Oh, no, forsooth. 

Syav. Being so fair, my Ciara, 

Why do you ilelight in black-work? 

Clara. Ob, white sir, • • 

The fairest ladies like the blackest men : 

I errer loved tlie colour ; all black things 
Are least subject to change. 

S^av. Why, I do love 

A black thing too ; and the most beauteous faces 
Have oftnest of them j as tiie blackest eyes, 
Jet-arched brows, such hair. I’ll kiss your hand. 
Clara. Twill hinder rne my work, sir; and my 
mother 

Will chide me ii* 1 do not do my task. 

«SVat’. Your mother, uor y'our fat her, shall cliide. 
-—You 

-Might h;ivc a prettier task, would you he ruled, 
And look with open eyes.'''-^: '■ ^ 

Clara. I stare upon you, 

And broadly see you ; a wondYous proper man ! 
Yet ’twerc a greater task for me to love you, 

Than I shall ever work, sir, in seven year. 

Plague o’ this stitching! I had rather feel 
Two, than sow' one. — ^This rogue has given me a 
stitch [Aa'ide. 

Clean cross my heart. — Good faith, sir, I .shall 
prick you ! 

Yi/etJ. Ill gotKier faitii, I would prick you again I 
Ciara. Now you grow troublesome ! Pisii, tlie 
hunf.s foolish ! 

Sijav. Pray wear these trifles. 

CkiTa. Ncitlier you, nor trifles : 
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You are a tritle ; wear yourself, sir, out, 

And here no more trifle the time away. 

Sj/av. Come, you’re deceived in me ; I will not 
wake, 

Nor ftist, nor die for you, 

Clara. Goose, be not you deceived ! * 

I cannot like, nor love, nor live with you, 

Nor last, nor watch, nor pray for you. 

. JSug.. Her old fit ! 

. Sj/av. [Aside.} Sure this is not the way,— Nay, 
I will break 

.Your melancholy 

Clara. I shall break your pate then. 

Away, you sanguine scabbard ! 

Eitg. Out upon thee ! 

Triou’lt l)reak iny heart, I am sure. 

ISyav. She’s not yet tame. 

Enter Alvarez; Piokato, and Lucio, 

BOBAKiLLA, 

Affo. On, sir! put home! or I shall goad you 
here 

With this old fox” of mine, that will bite better. 
Oh, the brave age is gone ! In my young days 
A chevalier would stock® a needle’s point 
Three times together : Strait i’ th’ hams I 
Or shall I give you new garters ? 

Bok ’Faith, old master, 

There’s little hope ; the linen sure was dank 

® li’itA tins old fox of mine,} Fox was a cant word for a sword. 
So Pistol, ill King Henry V., says— , 

“ O signicur Dew, thou diest on point of yd.r, , 
Except, O sigmeur, thou Ao give to' me ^ 

Egregious rfinsoiiie." 

* ‘ d chevalkr wovid stock a needle’s point.] That is, would hit 
it with a stoccadi), a thru^. with his rapier.— 

.q 
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He, was begot in, he’s so faint and cohl ! 

Even send him to Toledo, there to stutly ; 

For he will never fadge* with these Toledos. 

Bear ye up your point there, pick his teeth ! Oh, 
base ! 

Fto. Fy ! you are the most untoward scholar !— - 
Bear 

Your body gracefully what a posture’s there! 
You lie too open-breasted. 

Lucio. Oh ! 

Fio. You would 
Never make a good statesman. 

Lucio. Pray, no more ! 

I hope to breatlie in peace, and therefore need not 
Tile practice of these dangerous qualities : 

I do not mean to live by’t, for I trust 
You’ll leave me better able. 

Jh. Not a button ! 

Eugenia, let’s go get us a new heir. 

Eiig. Ay, by my troth, your daughter’s as un- 
toward. 

Alv.. I will break thee bone by bone, uiui hake 
thee, ere 

I will ha’ such a wooden son to inlierit. — • 

Take him a good knock ; see liow that will work, 
Fio. Now for your life, signor ! 

Lucio. Oh, alas, I am kill'd ! 

My eye is out ! Look, father ! Zancho ! 

I’ll play the fool no more thus, that I will not. 
Clara. ’Heart, ne’er a rogue in Spain shall wrong 
my brother, 

Whilst I can hold a sword. {Thrusts at Piobato. 
Fio. Hold, ’madam, madam ! 

Ah'. Clacat- 

® Tins obsolete word iias already occurred in lln’r- pky 

in the same seme, ri:. agree* , 4 ' 
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Eug. Daughter ! \ 

Bok i\fjstress ! 

Pto. Brackmante ! 

Ilotii, hold, I pray. 

Alv. Tile devil’s hi her, o’ the other side sure i — 
There’s gold for you.— They have changed vvnat- 
yc-caU’t’s. 

Will uo cure help ? Well, I have one experiment, 
And if that fail, I'll hang him ; then there's an ciul 

Oll't. 

Come you along with me ! and you, sir ! 

Bob. Now are you going to drowning. 

[ Ea'amt Alvarez, Eugenia, Lccio, and Bo- 

JJADILLA. 

, Si^a%\ ni even along with ye ; she’s too great a 
lady, 

For me, and would prove more than my match, 

[Ed'it. 

Clara, Youare he spoke of VitcUi to the stewarfi? 
Bio, Yes; andj 1 thank you, you have beat me 
for’t 

Clara, But are you sure you do not wrong luin *' 
Bio. Surc? _ “ 

So sure, that, if you please venfurc yuur.self, 
ni shew you him and his' cockatrice togetlier, 
And you shall hear ’em talk. 

Clara. Will you ? By Heaven, sir, 

You shall endear me ever; and I ask 
You mercy i y. :;: 

Bio, You were somewhat boisterous. 

Clara. There’s gold to make ye amends ; and 
for this pains, ; 

ril gratify you further* Fii but mlisk me, 

And walk along with ye. Taith, let’s make a night 
on't! . ' ' ’"l^Exeurj. 







Night. jl Sfreet. 

Enter Alov A' limi, Pachtkco, Mexdoza, Metal- 
x>i, and Lazarillo. 

Aig. Conte on, my brave water-spaniels ! yon 
that bunt ducks in the ni^ht, and hitie more kna- 
ver}? under your go\vns than your betters ! Ob- 
serve my precepts, ami edify by my doctrine. 
yond corner will I .set you ; If drunkards imdest 
the street, and fall to brabbling, knock you down 
the malefactor.s, and take you u]j their cio..'ks and 
bats, and bring ti)cm to me ; they are law ini pri- 
soners, and must be ransom'd ere ihey receive li- 
berty. else you are to execute uf;ou occa- 

sion, you suflicientiy kiiow, and theret'orc I alj- 
breviate my lecture. " ■■ ^ .. 

Mfet We are wise enough, and warrrt enough. 

Mend. Vice this night shall be apprehended ! 

Each. The terror of rug-gowns shall be known, 
and our bills discharge us of after-reckonings. 

iff,:. I will do any thing, so I may cat ! 

Pack. Lazariilo, we rvill spend no more; now 
we arc grown worse, we will live better; let us 
follow our calling faithfully. 

Aig. Away then ! the commonwealth is our 
mistress ; and*who would serve a common mis- 
tre.ss, but,to^gaiu by her." \Ejccmii. 
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A Sireet. 


Enter Vi ' s ' BLU , Lamoral, Gehevora, Anastro, 
and two Pages with Lights. 

Lam. I pray you see the masque, my lord. 

■Ana. T'is early night yet. 

Gm. Oh, if it be so late, take me along j 
I would not give advantage to ill tongues 
To tax my being here, without your presence 
To be my warrant. 

Vit, You might Spare this, sister, 

Knowing with whom 1 leave you ; one that is, 
By your allowance, and his choice, your servant, 
And, may my counsel and persuasion work if, 
Your husband speedily. — For your entertainment 
My thanks ! I will not rob you of the means 
To do your mistress some acceptable service, 

In waiting on her to my house. 

Gen. iViy lord — — 

Fit. As you respect me, without further trouble 
Retire, and taste those pleasures prepared for you, 
And leave me to my own ways, 

Lam. When you please, sir. {Eseunt, 
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SCENE If. 


A Rooni in the Alguazier’s House reith a Gallery. 


Enter M.ALVLOT)h. and ki.GVAziv.li. 

Malr, You’ll leave my chamber? 

Alg. Let us but bill once, 

My tlove, my sparrow, and I, with tny office, 

Will be thy slaves for ever. 

31<dr, Are you so hot? 

Alg. But taste the difference of a man in place: 
You'il find that, when authority pricks him for- 
ward. 

Your don, nor yet your Diego, comes not near him, 
To do a lady right ! No men pay dearer 
For tlieir stolen sweets than we ; three minutes' 
trading ^ 

Affords to any sinner a protection “ 

For three years after ; think on that. I burn 1 

But one drop of your bounty 

Malr. Hence, you rogue ! 

Am I fit for you r is't not grace sufficient 
To have your staff a bolt to bar the door 
Wffiere a don enters, but that youll presume 
To be his taster ? 

Alg. Is no more respect 
Due to this rc^l of justice ? 

• Malr. Do you dispute ? 

Good dootoT of the dungeon, not a word more ! 
Pox ! if you do. my lord VitelH knows it. 

Alg. Why, I am big eaoug|i to answer him, 
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Or :i.ny mm. ■ 

'Tis well ! 

Fit. IsIvJmdzl 

''Malr. Voii knuiv rbc voice ; ;:iui now crouch 
like a cur 

Ta'cu worrying sheep': I now couut have you 
gcltled 

For a bawd rampant ; but, ou this suluuissioti, • 
For ondc I spare \ou. 

dig. [/b«V<fe.] 1 will be revenged ! — 

£«/<?/• VlTEXLI. 

My honourable lord. 

./'7/. I'licvc's for thy care. 

Alg. I am mad, stark nrad ! Proud Pagan ! scorn 
her host? IJ.mh. 

I would I were but valiant enough to kick her! 

I would wish no manhood else. 

J/<7/c. WI Hit’s that 

. Jig. I am gone. ' 

Enter Fioi'la'cq ami Claka, ahovc. 

Flo. You sec I have kept my word. 

Ckira. But in this object 
Hardly deserved my thanks. 

Fio. Is tliere aught else 
You wall command me ? 

Ciiira. Only your sword, 

Which I must have. Nay, willingly ! 1 yet know 
To force it, and to use it. 

Pio. 'Tis yours, lady. ‘ 

Ciara. 1 ask no other guard. , 

Fio. If so, 1 leave yon. 

And now, if that the constable keep his word, 


A poorer man may cliance to gull a lord. 

'Mali'. By this good kiss, you shah not. 

" Vit. By this kiss, 

•I must, and will, Malroda! What, do you make 
A stranger of me ? 

rii be so to you, 

And you shall find it. 

These are your old arts, 

To endear the game you know I come to hunt for ; 
Which I have borne too coldly, 

Malr. Do so still ! 

For if I heat you, hang me ! 

Vit. If you* do not, 

I know who’ll starve for’t. Why, thou shame of 
women, 

Whose folly or whose impudence is greater 
Is doubtful to determine ! This to me, 

That know thee for a whore? 

Malr. And made me one j 
Remember that ! 

Vit. Why, should I but grow wise, 

And tie that bounty up, which nor discretion 
Nor honour can give way to, thou wouldst be 
A bawdi ere twenty; and, within a month, 

A barefoot, lowsy, and diseased whore, 

And shift thy lodgings oftner than a rogue 
That’s whipt from post to post. 

Malr. Pish ! all our college 
Know you can rail well in this kind. 

Clara. For me 
He never spake so well! 

Vit. 1 have maintain’d thee 
The envy of great fortunes; made thee shine 
As if thy name were glorious ; stuck thee full 
Of jewek,*as the firmament of stars ; 

And in it made thee so remarkable. 

That it grew questionable whether Virtue poor, 

m 
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Or '\’'ice so set forth as it is iu thee, 

’^Vcve even by ^Modesty’s self to be preferr’s! : 

And am I tlius repaid ? 

Jllidr. You arc still niy debtor ! 

Can tliough true, be weigh'd with my lost 
honour, ^ 

Much less iny faith? I have lived private to you, 
Anti but for you had ne'er known what lust was, 
N.or whgit the sorrow for't. 
ru. Tis false i 
Mcdr. Tis true ! 

But how return'd by you ? thy whole life being 
But one continued* act of lust, and shipwreck 
Of women's chastities. 

V'tf. But that 1 know 

That she that dares be damn'd dares any thing, 

1 should admire thy tempting me ; but presume 
not 

On the power you think you hold o’er my aifec- 
tions ; 

It will deceive you! Yield, and presently, 

Or by the iidlamed blood, which thou niustqucnch, 
rU make a forcible cntiy. 

Mdlr. I’ouc’h me not! 

You know I have a throat : By Heaven, if you do, 
I will cry out a rape, or sheathe this here, 

Ere rtl be kept, and used for julip-water, 

To allay the heat whicii luscious meats and wine, 
And not desire, hath raised. 

Vit. A desperate devil ! [Aside. 

My blood commands my reason ; I must take 
Some milder way. 

il/u/r. I hope, dear don, I fit you,: [Aside. 

The night is mine, although the day teas yours ! 
You arc not fasting now. This spectii.ige trick 
(Which I would as a principle leave to all 
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That make their maintenance out of their own 
Indies, 

As I do now) iny good old nidther taught me : 

“ Daughter,’' cjuoth she, “ contest not u ith your 
iover, 

Ilif s^sfoniach being empty; let wine heat him, 
And then you may command him ’Tis a sure one ! 
His looks shew he is coming. 

Vlt. Come, this needs not, 

Especially to me : Y<Hi know how dear 

I ever have esteem’d you 

Clara. Lost again ! 

Vit. That any sigh* of yours hath power to 
change 

My strongest resolution ; and one tear 
Sufficient to command a pardon from me, 

Tor any wrong from you, which all mankind 
Should kneel in vain for. 

Malr. Pray you pardon those 
That need your favour, or desire it* 

Vit. Pr’ythce 

Be better temper’d : I’ll pay, as a forfeit 
For my rash .anger, this purse liifd with gold. 
Thou shalt have servants, gowns, attires ; wJjat 
not ? 

Only continue mine. 

Malr. ’Twas this I fish’d for. [Aside. 

Vit. Look on me, and receive it. 

Malr. 'Well, you know 
My gentle nature, and take pride to abuse it. 

You see a trifle pleases me : W’e arc friends ; 

This kiss, and this, confirms it. 

Clara, Wilh my ruin ! 

Malr. I’ii have this diamond, and this pearl. 

1* 

* Timt siglit of Amemktl from Sympwn*?* ciriijec^ 

lure.— EtL 1778. 
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Pli. They are yours. 

Mfalr. But will you not, when you have wlsat 
you came for, 

Take ihci'n IVom me to-morrow ? Tis a fashion 
Your lords of late have used. 

Vit. But I’ll not follow. 

Clara. That any man at such a rate as this 
Should pay for his repentance ! 

Fit. Shall we to bed now ? 

3Ialr. Instantly, sweet. Yet, now I think on’t 
better, 

There’s something first that in a word or two 
I must acquaint you with. 

Clara. Can I cry aim* 

To this, against myself? Til break this match, 

Or make it stronger with my blood ! [^Dcscenis, 

Ewlcr Alguaz lEB, Piokato, Pachteco, Metaed!, 
Mendoza, Lazauilio, andslmid apart, 

" Mg. I am yours ! "'''Vr--.- 

A dorr’s not privileged here more than yourself : 
Win her, and wear her. 

Pio. Have you a priest ready r 
.dig. I have him for thee, lad. — Ami when I have 
Married this scornful whore to this poor gallant, 
She will make suit to me : There is a trick 
To bring a high-priced wench upon her knees. 
For you, my fine neat harpies, stretch your talons. 
And prove yourselves true night-birds. 

Pack. Take my word 
For me and all the rest. 

£az. If there be meat 
Or any banquet stirring, you shall se^. 

How i’ll bestow myself. ' ' - 
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Aig. When they are drawn, 

Rush in upon "em ; all's fair prize you light on. 
I'must away ; Your ofilccr may give way 
'To the knavery of his watch, hut must not see it. 
You all know where to hud me. 

.Met. There look for us. 
jAl Who’s that ? 

Malr. My Piorato? Welcome, welcome! 

"Eaith, had you not come when you did, my lord 
Had done I know not what to me. 

Vit. I atn gull’d ! 

First cheated of m 3 ’ jewels, an<I then i?.ugh’d at ! 
— Sirrah, what make you here ? 

Pio. A business brings me. 

More lawful than your own. 

Vit. How’s that, you slave? 

3Iair. He’s such, that would continue her a 
whore, 

Wliom he would make a wife of} 

Vit. rn tread upon [Dtoeca'. 

The face you dote on, strumpet ! 

Mnter Ceara. 

Pack. Keep the peace there ! 

[Thei^ rush foncard. 
Vit. A plot upon my life too ? 

Met. Down with him ! 

Clara, Shew your old valour, anti learn from a 
woman ! 

One eagle has a world of odds against 
A flight of daws, as these axe. {She heats them off. 

Pio. Get,}’ on off; . 
ril follow instantly. 

Pach’T-iCuu for more help there ! 

all butYitEhit and Ceaku. 


t 
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Vit. Loss of niy gold, and jewels, and thewencli 
too, 

Afflicts me not so much as the having Clara 
'I’he witness of my weakness. 

Ciara. lie turns from me ! 

Aiui yet I may urge merit; since his lilc ^ . 
Is made my second gift. ' 

Vit. i^Iay I ne’er prosper 
If I know how to thank her! 

(lara. Sii, y’oisr pardon 
For pressing thus, beyond a virgin s homids. 
Upon your privacies ; and let my being 
Like to a man, as you are, be the excuse 
Of nn soliciting that from you, which shall not 
Be granted on my part, although desired 
By an)' other. Sir, you understand me ; 

And ’twouid shew nobly in you, to prevent 
From me a further boldness, which I must 
Proceed in, if you prove not merciful, 

Though with my loss of blushes and good name. 

» ViL iMadam, 1 know your will, and would 1 j» 
thankful, 

If it were possible I could afflect 
The daugiitcr of an enemy. 

Clara. That fair false one, 

Whom with fond dotage you have long pursued, 
Had such a father ; she to whom you pay 
Dearer for your dishonour, than al! titles 
Ambitious men hunt for are worth. 

F^V. Tis^ truth. 

Clara. Yet, with her, as a friend, you still ex- 
change 

Health for diseases, and, to your disgrace, 
Nourish the rivals to your present pleasures, 

At your own charge ; used as a property- - 
To give a safe protection to her hist, 
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Yet sliare in nothing but the shame of it. 

'Fif. Cirant aii this so, to take you for a wile 
VYre greater hazard ; for should 1 otiend you 
(As ’tks not easy still to please a wurnan} 

You’re of so great a spirit, fliat I must iearu 
To ,:^'ear your petticoat, for you will have 
Aiy breeclies from me. 

Ciara, Jiathcr from tliis hour 
t here abjure all actions of a man, 

And will esteem it happiness from you 
To suffer like a woman. Love, true love. 

Hath made a search within me, and exjjcii’d 
All but my natural softness, and matle perfect 
That which my parents’ care could not begin. 

I will shew strength in nothing, but my duty 
And glad rlesire to please you, anti in that 
Grow every day more able.' 

Fit. Could this be, [/Ivdc, 

What a brave race might I beget ! I f! ml 
A kind of yiehiing ; and no reasmi why 
I should hold longer out : She's young, and fair, 
And chaste, for sure; but with her leave, the devil 
Uurst not attempt her. — Madam, tlusugh vou have 
A soldier’s arm, your lips appear as if y 
They were a lady’s. 

Clara. They dare, sir, from }Ou 
Endure the trial. ■ 

Fit. [Kisses her.] Ha ! once more, I pray you !— 
The best I ever tasted ; and ’tis said 
I have proved many. ’Tis not safe, I fear, 

To ask the rest now. Well, I will leave whoring, 
And luck herein send me . with her! — Worthiest 
%lv, 

ni wait i^>on you home, and by the way 
(If c'es,i»ma’rry, as Til not forswear it) 

Tell you, you are my wife. 
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From me, all raaukind wohice iearn to wooc ! * 

[Emoif 


SCENE III. 


, Ni^hf. A Streei. 

. ■ ■ ■■ . < 0 . 

Enter Alouaziek, Pachieco, ..Men- 

doza, and Lazarmlo. 

Afg. A cloak ? Good purchase And rich hang- 
ers? well! 

We’li share ten pistolets a-inan, 
laz, Yet still 

1 aw monstrous liimgry ! Could you not rleduct 
So much out of the gross sum, as would |>urchasc 
Elglit loins ol' veal, and sonie two dozen of capons ? 
Padi. Ob, strange proportion for five ! 

Laz. For five ? I have 
A legion in my stomach, that have kept 
I’erpetual fast these ten years : For the capon.«, 
They are to me but as so many hlack-hirds. 

May I but eat once, and be satisfied. 

Let the fates call me, when my ship is fraught, 
And I shall hang in peace. 

Jig. Steal well to-night. 

And thou shalt feed to-morrow. So! now y{)u arc 


^ Maiikiiitl A mmkmi wnmn aiiAiii many ©tli-er 

passages of oki aiiihors^f k ecpivaleni to nmscuime. •* 

* Gmi porctiase.] Furckmt was vory gencra'Hy iiieil iur pro- 
perly stokrij, or oliierwiso HBlawfally accplrccl 
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Yqursclves again, I’li raise anotlier watcli 
To free you from suspicion : Set on any 
You meet witls boidly ; I'i! not be far oil'. 

To assist you, and protect you. [ilriL 

' Met. (ih, brave officer ! 

Pack. ’Would every ward had one but so well 
given, 

And wc would watch, for rug,® in gowns of velvet ! 

Enter Alvarez, Lucio, and Bobarilla. 

Mend. Stand close ; a prize ! 

Met. Sattin, and gold lace, lads I 
Alv. Why dost thou hang upon me? 

Lucio. ’Tis so dark 

I dare not see my way ; for Heaven sake, father, 
Let us go home ! 

Bob. No, even here well leave you.— 

Let’s run away from him, my lord. 

Lucio. Oh, ’las ! 

Ah'. Thou hast made me mad, and I will beat 
tliee dead, 

Then bray thee in a mortar, and new-mould thee, 
But I will alter thee. 

Bob. ’Twill never be : 

He has been three days practising to drink, 

Yet still he sips like to a waiting-woman, 

And looks as he were murdering of a fart 
Among wild Irish swaggerers. 

Lucio. I have still 

Your good word, Zancho. Father 

/Int? vttiU'ou'til watch, ^ox TMg, in gowm of Vihri.] Tiuuis, in 
velvet gowns of *"Ug gowns, which, from this atjd various 

other pasit^^s in this and other old plays, appear to have been 
worn by constables and sheriffs’ ofucers. 
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yf A'. !Milk«sop, coward I 

Xrt house of ni'mc receives thee; I disclaim tJiec; 
I’liy rstoiluT on her knees shall not entreat me 
llereaficr to aekno\v!cd;^e, thee! 

Lucid. Pray you speak for me ! 

I would, but now I easuiot with tniijc ko- 
uour. 

AL\ There’s only one course left, that may re- 
deem thee, 

Which is, to strike the next man that you meet; 
And if we chance to light upon a woman, 

Take lier away, and use her like a man, 

Or I will cut thy hamstrings. 

Pack, This makes for us. 

/Ik'. What dost thou do now r 
■Lm'itK .Sir, I am saying my prayers ; 

For f>eing to undertake what you would have me, 
I know 1 cannot live. 


Enlcr L.vitjORAi., Gex’f.votia, Axastuo, and Page.s 
tvkh Lkhls. 


Lam. Madam, I fear 

You’ll wish 3’ou had used your coach ; your bro- 
ther’s house 
Is yet far off. 

(Jen. The better, sir; this walk 
Will help digestion after your great supper. 

Of which I have fed largely. 

Jliv. To your task! 

Or else you know what follows, 

Lucia. I am dying : 

Now, L-ord have mercy on me ! — By yoxir favour, 
Sir, I must strike you. 

Lam. For what cause? ‘ 

Lucia. I know not. 

And I must likewise talk with that young lady, 
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An'hour in private. 

Xftw. V'hat you must, is doubtful ; 

But I am certain, sir, 1 must beat you. 

[Sifr//tcs fim, 

Ij/ch. Help, help ! 

Not strike again ? 

Jj(m. How! Alvarez? 

,Jna. This for iny lord Vitclli’s love ! 

[Strikes AtVAiii'.?. doufi. 

Pack. Break out; 

And, like true thieves, make prey on either side, ' 
But seem to help the stronger.’ 

Bob. Oh, my lord ! 

They have beat him on his knees. 

Lum. Though I want courage, 

I yet have a son's duty in me, and . • 

Compassion of a father’s danger; that, 

That wholly now possesses me. [Bushes on ihem. 
Jh. Lucio, 

This is Ijeyond my hope. 

Met. So ! Lazarillo, 

Take up all, Ixty ! \\ ei! done ! 

Pack. And now steal off - ‘ 

Closely and cunningly. 

Ana. How ! have 1 found you r — 

Why gentlemen, are you inad, to make yourselves 
A prey to rogues ? 

’Would wc wmre off ! 

Bob. Thieves, thieves! 

Lam, Defer our own contention, and down with 
them. [They rush on the thieves. 

Lucio. ni make you sure ! 

Bob. Nowlic plays the devil. 

Gen. Tiiiswpjace is not for me, [iC.i7/, 

^ Ikii smn to help tke stranger#] Corrected fens 
coBjectiiri\~Ed, 'i?7S» 
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7. wm rn follow her: 

Half of my penance is past o’er. [Eait, 

En(t‘i' Ai.(a:.'V7U-:!i, xeith other lEatcks; and /h- 
sintant, xfho stands apart. 

■ ■■■ ■■ 

Ahjt- Vhat noise, 

What tuinuifs there? -Keep the king’s peace, I 
charge you. 

Pack. I am glad he’s come yet. 

Alt. Oh, you keep good guard 
Upon the city, when men of our rank 
Are set upon in the streets. 

Lam. The assistant 
Shall hear of it, be assured. 

■Ami. And if he be 

I'hat careful governor he i.s reported. 

You will smart for it. 

Atg.' Patience, good .signons ! 

Let me .survey the rascals. Oli, 1 know them, 

And thank you for them : ’Oiey are pilfering rogues 

Of Andalusia, that have perused 

All prisons in Castile. I clarc not trust 

The dungeon with them ; no, FI! have them home 

To my own house. 

Pack. We had rather go to prison. 

Alg. Had vou so, dog-bolts ? Yes, I know you 
" had ! 

Y’ou there would use your cunning fingers on 
The simple locks, you would ; but I’ll prevent you. 
Lam. A!y mistress lost? goodnight! [Eni. 
Bok. A^our son’s gone too ; 

What should become of him ? 

Alv, Come of him what will, - 
Now he dares fight, I care not : Tl! ibiitcd. 

Look to your prisoners, Aiguazier. 

iJS'.hT a'tWf Bobadilio. 



^Ig. Ail s cleared. 

Droop not for one disaster : let us hug, 

And triumph in our knaveries. 

• A.mst. This confirms 
What was reported of him. 

- Me/. ’Twas rlone bravely ! 

Ai^. I must a little glory in the means 
We officers have to play the knaves, and safely ; 
How we'break through the toils pitch’d by the law. 
Yet hang up them that are far less deruu|ucuts!' 
'A simple shopkeeper’s carted for a bawd, 

For lodging, though unwittingly, a smock-games- 
tpr ; 

■ Where,® with rewards, and credit,- 1 have kept 
Malroda in my house, as in a cloister. 

Without taint or suspicion. 

2-*ack. But suppose 
Tlie governor should know it ? 

Aig. He? Good gentleman, 

Let him perplex himself with prying into 
The measures in the market, and the abuses 
The day stamis guilty of : The pillage of 
The night is only mine, mine own fee-simple, 
Which you shall hold from me, tenants at will, 
And pay no rent for’t. 

Pack. Admirable landlord ! 

Alg, Now we’ll go search the taverns, commit, 
such 

As we find drinking, and be drunk ourselves 
Withwhatwe take from them. These silly wretches, 
Whom I for form-sake only have brought hither, 
Shall watch without, and guard us. 

Assist. Anid we will [Comes ^rward. 

See you safe, lodged, most worthy Alguazier, 
With all.rcf you, his comrades. 


* This word occurs frequently in the sense of xdiereus. 
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3 lei. "i’rs the governor. 

Jig. We are betray’d. 

JsmL My guanl there ! — 

Enter Chmrd. 

Bind them fast. 

How men in high place and authority 
Arc in their lives and estimations wrong'd 
By their subordinate ministers ! yet such 
They cannot hut employ ; wrong’d Justice finding 
Scarce one true servant in ten officers. — 

To expostulate with you, were but to delay 
Your crimes’ due punishment, winch shall rail up- 
on you 

So speaiily, and severely, that it shall 
Fright others by the example ; and cmifirm, 
However corrupt officers may disgrace 
Themselves, ’tis not in them to wrung their place,— 
Bring them away. 

Mg. We'll suffer nobly yet, 

And iike to Spanish gallants. 

Each. And we'll hang so. 

Zaz. I have no stomach to't; but I'll endeavour, 

[E.rennf. 


SCENE IV. 


Another Street. 


Enter hvem and Gexevor.vj^, 

Gen, Nay, you are rude ! pray you forbear ! vou 
oifer now ' 
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More than the breeding of a gentleman 
■Can giv*e you warrant for. 

'Znch, Tis but to kiss you ; 

-And think not Til receive that for a favour 
Wliich was enjoin’d me for a ])euance, huly. 

— LV//. A’ou Ijave met a gentle confessor ; and, for 
' once, 

(So then you will rest satislied) [ vouehsat’e it. 

' Luc'io: Rest satislied with a kiss ? Why, can a 
man ■ ' 

• Desire more from a woinau is there any 
Pleasure beyond it? may I never live 
If 1 knnw^what it is ! 

Gen. Svveet innocence ! 

Zitdo. [Kmes her.'] What strange new motions 
do I feel ! — My veins 
Burn with an unknown tire; in every part 
I sidfer alteration ; I am poison’d. 

Yet iangnish ndth desire again to taste it, 

So sweetly it works on me. 

Gen. I ne'er saw 
A lovely man, till now. 

Zuch. How can this be ? 

She is a woman, as my mother is. 

And her I have kiss’d often, and brought off 
My lips unscorch’d : Yours are more lovely, lady, 
And so should be less hurtful. Pray you vouchsale 
Your hand, to quench the heat ta’en from your lip ! 
Perhaps that may restore me. 

Gen. Willingly. 

lAicio. The fame increases 1 If to touch you burn 
thus, 

What would more strict embraces do ? I know not : 
And yet, mqjhinks, to die so were to aseend 
To Heay>';:q through Paradise. 

Gen. I am wounded too ; 

Though modesty forbids that I should speak 
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What igiioi'atice makes him bold in,— Wlsy du you 
fix ' , " • 

Your eyes so strongly on me ? 

Jhilw. l^rav vou stum! still ! 

, V' *!' 

llu re's nothing else that’s wortii the looking on : 

I could adore you, lady. ” 

(rt'H. Can you love me ? , 

Luvio. To wait on you in your chamber, aiiu but 
touch 

What yOu, by wearing it, have made divine, 

Were such a happiness ! — I am resolved, 
ril sell my liberty to you for this glove, 

And write mvself your slave. 

Fjittr La.mobai.. 

ikn. On easier terms 

Receive it, as a friend. ff/tea' him her glove, 
Lam. ihnv! giving favour.' 

I’ll have it, with his heart. 

[&KCS Ihe glove, and puis k iu his hal, 

Cleth What will you do? 

Liicio. As you are merciful, take my life rather ! 

I Kneels' io Laaioeal. 
(len. Will you depart with it so * 

Lucio. Does that grieve you ? 

Gen. I know not ; but even now you appeared 
valiant. 

Lucio. ’Twas to preserve my, father; in his cause 
I could be so again. _ ■ 4-,. 

Geii. Not in your own ? i - 
Kneel to thy rival, and thine enemy r 
Away, unworthy creature ! I begin r 
To hate myself, for giving entrance $o 

m 

* Dtyarr.] Tills word is here asetl in the sense of EtI. 
1778 . 
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Act V.] 

A gotod opinion of thee. For tby torment. 

If hiy poor beauty be of any power, 

Mayst thou dote on it desperately! but never 
Presume to hope for grace, till thou recover 
And wear the favour that was ravish'd from time. 
" 7,..7. He wears my head too then. [Exit, 

f'cu. Po'^r fool, farewell ! [E.r/r. 

Lneio. Mj womanish soul, which hitherto hath. 
• . govern’d 

This coward flesh, I feel departing fronr me ; 

Arid in me, by her beauty, is inspired 
A new and masculine one, instructing me 
What’s fit to or suffer. Powerful Love ! 

Llhat hast with loud, and yet a pleasing thunder 
Roused sleeping manhood in me, thy new creaturt^ 
Perfect thy work ; *so that I may make known, 
Nature (though long kept back) will have herown ! 

TExit. 



ACT V. SCENE L 


A Street. 


Enter'X.AUo-B.A'L and Ltrcio, 

* m 

Lam. Can it be'possible, that in six short hours. 
The subject still the same, so many habits 
Should be removed ? or this new Lucio (he 

VOC. VIII. S 6- » 

% 


That yesterniglit was baffiecl aiul disgraced; 

And thank’d the man that did it ; that then kneel'd 
And blubber’d like a woman) should now dare • 
<>u terms of honour seek reparation, 
i'ur u’iiat he then appeared not capaldc of? 

'Lucith Such miracles, men tiiat dare rlo iiTjuTTcs 
Live to their shames to see, for punishment' 

And scourge to their proud follies. . . , 

£(im. Fr’ythee leave me ; 

Had I my page or footman Iiere to flesh thee, 

1 durst the better hear thee, 

Liich. This scorn needs not : 

And offer such no more ! ' ^ 

Litiiu Why, say I sliouhl, 

You’ll not be angry ? 

Ludo. Indeed, i think I shall ! 

Would you vouclisafe to shew yourself a captain, 
And lead a little furthej-, to some place 
That’s less frequented-— — 

Lum. He looks pale. 

Jaicio. If not, 'W'P, _ 
jMake rise of this. ' ^ 

Lam. There’s auger in his eyes too; 
llis gesture, voice, behaviour, all new fashion'd. 
Well, if it docs endure in act the trial 
Of what in show it promises to make good, 
Ulysses’ Cyclops, Id’s transformation, 

Eurydice fetch’d from hell, with all the rest 
Of Ovid’s fables, I’ll put in my creed ; 

And, for proof ail incredible things may be, 
Write down thatLucio, the coward Lucio, 

The womanish Lucio, fought. 

Ltich. And Lamoral, " ^ 

The still employ’d great dueliis*' Lamoral, 

Took his life from him. 

Lam. Twiil not come to that, sure ! 

Methinks the only drawing of my sword 

f 
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Sfiould friglit that confidence. 

. Ltido. It confirms it rather: 

To make which good, know yon stand now op- 
poseri 

By one that is your rival ; one that wishes 
I our, name and title greater, to raise his; 

The wrong you did less pardonable than it is, 

But your strength to defend it more than ever 
•It was when Justice friended it ; the lady 
For whom we now contend, Genevora, 

Of more desert, (if such incomparable beauty 
Could suffer an addition ;) your love 
To Don ¥itelli multiplied, and your hate 
Against my father and his house encreased ; 

And lastly, that the glove w^hicli you there wear. 
To my dishonour ! (which I must force from you) 
Were dearer to you than vour life. 

Lam. You’ll find 
It is, and so Fil guard it. 

Lncio. All these meet then, 

"With the black infam)' to be foil’d by one 
That’s not allow’d a man, to help your valour ; 
That, falling by your hand, I may or die 
Or win in this one single opposition 
My mistress, and such honour as I may 
Enrich my father’s arras with ! 

Lam. ’Tis said nobly ; 

My life with them are at the stake. 

Lucio. At all then ! 

[Figkf. Lvcto disarms La-MObal. 
Lam. She is yours ! this, and my life too, follow 
your fortune : [Grew up the glove. 

And give nol only back that part the loser 
Scorns to -'icce.pt of ! 

Xiino, "What’s that ? 

Lam. My poor life.; 

Which do not leave me as a further torment. 

% 
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Having dcspolftl me of my sword, mine honour; 
Hope of my lady’s grace fame, and all tdse 
I'hat made it worth the keeping. 
fj/cio. I take back 

Xo Tuorc from you than what you forcefi from nu , 
And with a wnrscr title. Vet think not 
'Iliat ill dispute this, as made insolent 
Hv mv success, but as'one c<iua! with you. 

It so you will accept me. That new courage 
(Or call it fortune if you please) that is 
(.Conferred upon me by the only sight 
Of fair Genevora, was not bestow'd on me 
To bloody purposes ; nor did her command 
Deprive me of the happiness to see her, 

But till I did redeem her favour from you ; 
Which only I rejoice in, and share with you 
In all you .suffer else. 

Lmn. 'Dm courtesy 
Wounds rleepcr than your sword can, or nriiic own . 
Bray you make use of either, and dispatch me 1 
Lucio. The barbarousXwrk is satisfied with .spoil : 
And shall I, being possessed of what 1 came for. 
Trove the more infidel ? 

£um. You were better be so 
Than publish my disgrace, as ’tis the custom. 

And which I must expect. 

Lmio. Judge better of me : 

I have no tongue to trumpet mine own prai.se 
To your dishonour ; ’tis a bastard courage 
That seeks a name out that way, no true-born one, 
Fray you be comforted ! for, by all goodness, 

But to her virtuous self (the best part of it) 

1 never will discover on what terms'" 

I came by these; Which yet I take fot from you. 
But, leave you, in exchange of them, inke own. 
With tiie desire of being a friend ; which if 
You will not grant me, but on further trial 
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JJf manhood in me, seek me when you please, 
(And though I might refuse it witii mine honour) 
Win them again, anti wear them. So, good morrow 1 
' , Mm Ms mvn hat, and exit. 

Lam. I ne’er knew what truevalourw'as till now; 
And have gain’d more by this disgrace, than all 
Tire honours 1 have won : They made me proud, 
Presuntptuous of my fortune, a mere beast, 
Fashion’d by them, only to dare and do,. 
Yielding no reasons for my wilful actions 
But what I stuck on my sword’s point, presuming 
It was the best revenue. How unequal 
Wrongs well maintained make us to others, which 
Ending with shame, teach us to know ourselves i ‘ 
I will think more on’t. 

Enter ViTELLr. 

Vit, Lamoral ! 

Lam, My lord ? 

Vit. I came to seek you. 

Lain, And unwillingly 

You ne’erTbund me till now h Your pk'a.siuc, sir ". 
Vit. That which will please thee, friend ! Thy 
vow’d love to me 

Shall now be put in action ; means are oifer’d 
To use thy good sword for me, that which still 

* Uoti? unequal 

Wr4>iigs well mmilmmi makem to oikers^ wkkk 
Enimg uiik shame ^ tmek m to kmio otmekes.] (Jnepmi m 
tliis place immn unjust, imqum* B^roags^ weH nieaiis 

hijiirieB successl^illy maiutaiaecl, not 

Mimmk eKj)l|nation otnnequal may be supported by a passage* 
ill l^lassinger*s .*,. 4 iiperor of tlie East— ' 

1 play the fool, and am 
Unequal to myself ; delinquents are . 

1 0 sufler^ not the iimocent/' 

V 9 ■ 


Fhou u-car’st as if it were a part of tliec. 

'I'Vhere is’t ? 

Lam. Tis changed for one more fortunate : 
Pray you eiujuire not how. 

I'it. Why I ne'er thought 
That there was magic in it,* l)ut ascribe 
The fortune of it to the arm, 

Lam. Which is 

Grown weaker too. I am not (in a word)" 
Worthy your friendship: I am one new vaiu|isish’d, 
Yet shame to tell by whom I 
Fit. But i’ll tcU thee 

"Giiiist whom thou art to fight, and there redeem 
Thy honour lost, if there be an} such. 

The king, by my long suit, at length is pleased 
That Aivarez and my.self, with cither's second, 
Shall end the diftereucc between our bouses, 
W'hich he accepts of : I make choice of thee ; 
And, where you speak of a disgrace, the means 
To blot it out, by such a public trial 
Of thy approved valour, .will revive 

Thy at 

If not, ri! seek some other. 

Lam. As 1 am, 

You may command me. 

Fit. Spoke like that true friend, . 

That loves not only for his private end ! lEA'cunL 


* TkM ikerewm miisieimX] Tiie editors of 1 7 SC) objtct to 
the lexpreosioiij musk mord^ ancl substituto mmk* saving 


e* iiie womliTS of his mmi were not owing t'j any charm^ m 
eiicimritoieiit like the swords of kniglls-erraii.t»t%t%«ly to the 
ptweftol arm that wielded it*'" We heart! iy agree with lliea m 
the Ytfdatiois to nmgkf hat mmm bellere that the aathors' 

meant aey allusion to kuight-erraoiry^— Ed* 177S* 
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Scene 11.3 LOVE’S CORE. 
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SCENE n. 


Jnotker Street. 


Enter Genevoha with a Letter, and BoBABtLEA. 

Gen. This from madonna Clara ' 

Bob. Yes, an’t please you. 

Gen. Alvarez’ daughter ? 

Bob. The same, lady. 

Gen. She ^ 

That saved my brother’s life r 
Boh. You are still i’ th’ right : 

She will’d me wait your walking forth, and, know- 
ing _ 

How necessary a discreet wha man 

Was, in a business of such weight, she pleased 

To think on me. It may in my face 

Your ladyship, not acquainted with my wisdom, 

Finds no such matter ; what I am, i am ; 

Thought’s free, and think you what you please. 

Gen. Tis strange ^ 

Bob. That I should be wise, madam ? 

Geiz. No, thou art so. . 

There’s for thy pains ; and pr’ythec tell thy lady 
I will Jiot fail to meet her: Til receive •• 

Thy thanks and duty in thy present absence. 
Farewell,, fafcweli, 1 say 1 Now thou art wise, 

* Bobadilla. 

She writes here, she bath something to impart 
That may concern my brother’s life: 1 knowhiot; 
.But general fame does give her out so worthy, 

\ 


That I dare not suspect her ; yet wish I.ucjo 
IV^erc master_of her mind : But, fy npon't ! 
tVhy do I think on him ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Sec, I am punish’d foi’f, 

In his unlook’d-lbr presence : Now i must 
Endure another tedious piece of eourtslsip, 

Would make one forswear courtesy. 

. Lucio. Gracious madam, [Kneek. 

The sorrow paid, for your Just anger towards me, 
Arising from my weakness, I prevsume 
To press into your presence, and despair not 
An easy pardon, 

Gen. He speaks sense : Oh, strange ! 

Litcii). And yet believe, tliat no desires of mine, 
Thongh ail arc too strong in me, had the power, 
For their delight, to force me to infringe 
What you commanded ; it being in your jkh t 
To lessen ytmr great rigour, vtIjcu you please, 

And mine to sutler with an humble patience 
’Ifhat you'U impose upon it. 

(h’/.'. t’oiirtly too ! 

Liicio. Yet Ijath the poor and contemn'd Lucio, 
madam, 

(Md.de able only by bis hope to serve you) 
Recover’d what with violence, not justice, 

"Was taken from him ; and here at your feet, 
With these, he could have laid the coii<|uer'd head 
Of Lamoral (’tis all I say of him) 

For rudely touching that, which, as a relic, 

1 ever would have worshipp’d, since ’t ;va.s yours. 

[La^s ike hat and glovmif h'erjix’t. 

Gm. Valiant, and every thing a lady eentid 
Wishin her servant! 

Xmoo. All that’s good in mt, 
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heavenly Love, the opposite to base lust, 

■ V'hich wouhrhavc all men worthy, hath created: 
• ' Which being by your beams of beauty form’d, 

' Clierish as your own creature ! 

Gen. I am gone [Aside. 

" Too far now to dissemble. — Rise, or sure 
I mult kneel with you t(jo : Let this one kiss 
§peak the rest for me ! 'tis too much I do, 

■ . And yet, if Chastity would, I could wish more.. 

.■ Lucio. In overjoying me, you are grown sad I 
What is it, madam ? by Heaven, 

There’s nothing that’s witijin my nerves (and yet, 
I Eavour’d.by you, I should as much as man) 

.But when you please, now, or on all occasion^ 
You can think of hereafter, but you may 
' Dispose of at your pleasure. . 

Gen, If you break 

That oath again, you lose me : Yet so well 
1 love you, 1 shall never put you to’t ; 

And yet, forget it not. Rest satisfied 
With that you have received now ! there are cyc.s 
May be upon us ; till the ditference 
Between our friends are ended, 1 , would not . 

Be seen so private with you. ' ■ 

Liicio. I obey you. 

Gen. But let me hear oft from you, and remem- 
ber 

I am Vitelli’s sister ! 

Lucio. What’s that, madam ? 

Gen. Nay, nothing. Fare you well ! who feels 
Love’s fire, 

Would ever ask to have means to desire.^ 

’ [£a.'e««L 

, ■ n 

•s To hnvL means to <ksiir.] i. e. To Iiavc t!ic means to compass 
5ijs desire.— 

Sorely this is wrongly iulerpreted The meaning appears to he 
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SCENE III. 


J Court in the Castle of Saint Jago ; mkk a ScaffoM- 
ing in the Back-ground, 

Enter abair> Assistant, Syax'EBHa, Anastho, 
Herald, Attendants, and Spetialars. 

Assist. Arc they come in ? 

Herald. Yes. 

Assist. Read the proclamation, 

'J'hat all the. people here assembled may 
Have satisfaction, wiiat the king's <lear love, 

Jn care of the republic, hath ordaiuhl. — 

Attend with silence.—Eead aloud. 

Herald. [Reads.] Fmmmmh as aur high ami 
ntighty master ^ JPkiMp, the polint and smsi mthaik 
king of Spain, hath not only in his own royal person, 
hem long and o/ten solicited, and grieved, with the 
deadly ami uncuralde haired sprung up hetwHt the 
izt'o anvicHt and most kofioifrahlif-desccmkd koims of 
these his two dearly and equally-bdoved subjtxis, Don 
Fcrdmmdo de Alvarez, and Don Pedro de Viteili ( ail 
'which in vain hk nuyesty hath often endeavoufed to 
recondk and qualify : ) But that also, through the de- 
bates; quarrels, and outrages daily arising, 'jailing, 
and Jlmmng from these great heads, hh public civil 
‘ government is seditiousiy and barbardkily molested 

Al}*w}ip feel tlie pleasiura of love, wohW ^vish alwajs to lava IIjc 
iiieaos of loviRg/' To hte 'meum t& desire can Iiarclljr be construe^l 
f,mm lc> twjiaM kU 

4 f 
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X 'V^' 

i tcoimded, and 7nany of hh chkf gaitry^ ( no kns 

' tender to his royal ■majesty^ than the very hnmches (f 
I ■ his o'd-n sac?rd' blood) sjmikdf host, and submerged, 
';in the impious imtndation and torrent of their stili- 
''growing malice ,* it hath therefore pleasai his sacred 
- 'majesty, 07it of his hifinile affection to preset re hix 
comntontrealth, and general peace, from Jar thcr vio- 
lation, ( as a sweet and heartily- loving father of his 
■ \ people,) and on the earnest petitions of' these arch- 
'enemies, to order and ordain, that they be ready, each 
' with his well-chosen and helmed friend, armed at ail' 
d" points like gentlemen, in the castle of St Jago, on this 
^^resent Monday -morning, betwixt eight and nine of 
the clock, * where (before the combatants be ailm'cd to 
commence this granted duel) this to be read akud for 
X.v Ihw public satisfaction of his majesty's iceli-beloved 
subjects. Save the king / [Drums with'ns. 

Syav. Hark, how their drums speak their insa- 
tiate thirst 

Of blood, and stop their cars 'g:ainst pious peace, 
Who, gently whispering, implores their friendship? 

uissist. Kings nor authority can master Fate : 
Admit ’em theni and blood «xUiJgpj$U hate ! 

Enter severally, Alvarez and Lucio, Vitelli and 
Lamobal. 

Syav. Stay ! yet be pleased to think, and let not 
daring 

(Wiierein men now-a-days exceed even beasts, 
And tjiink themselves not men else) so transport 
’* you 

j Beyond the Ijoumls of Christianity ! 

• t Lord Alvare?:, Vitelli, gentlemen. 

No towft in Spain, from our metropolis 
Unto the rudest hovel, but is great 
With your assured valours’ daily proofs : 
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Oil, will y(nt tlien, for a superfluous fimjc. 

A sound of honour, which, in these times, all 
Like hcreties profess < with olwtinacy, 

Eat most erroiieotisiy) venture your souls ? 

It is a hard task, through a sea of Idood 
To sail, atul laiui at Heaven. 
rit. I hope not, 

If Justice he my pilot. But, my lord, 

You know if argument, or time, or love, 

Could reconcile, long since we had shook hands; 

1 dare protest, your breath cook not a vein 
In any one of us ; but blows the fire, 

Which nought hut blood reciprocal can auench. 

^lir. ^'iteiii, thou say st bravely, and say’st right j , 
And i will kill thee fort, I love thee so. 

Lil. lla, ha I Old man, upon thy death I’ll build 
A story with this arm, for thy ohl wife 
To tell thy daughter Clara seven years hence, 

.'W she sits weeping by a winter-fire, 
flow such a time yitcdli slew her Inisband 
With the same sword his daughter favour'd him, 
And lives, and wears it,yet.~€bme,' ijamorahiii 
liedeem thyself! ' 

Lucio, (Jenevora 

Sljall on this sword receive thy bltediug fasSrt, 
For my presented hat, laid at her '' ' ‘ 

Liicm. Thou talk’st well, LamojiHl.' but 'tis thy 
head 

That I will carry to her to thy hat. — 

I’y, father ! I do cool too much. 

Jti\ Oh, boy 1 thy I'atlser’s true son ! „ 

Beat drums j And s|j^|pod-inorrow to your lord- 
ship! " {Drums, 
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^ Enter abo^jCj EugexiAj Clara^ G-eki- vor^. 

"J^- I^rave resolutions ! 

J«a. !5rave, and Spanisli, right ! 

'■ ’ (JcH, Lucio ! 

Ciira. Vitelli! 

Alvarez ! ■ 

■ . Ah. How the devil 

>T‘jGot these cats into th’ gutter ? my puss too ? 
Hear us! 

^ Gen. We must be heard ! 

Ckm.^ We will be heard ! 

-Viteili, look j see Clara on her knees, 

Imploring thy compassion ! — Heaven, how sternly 
They dart their emulous eyes, as if each scorn’d 
Xo be behind the other in a look ! 

Slother, Death needs no sword here ! Oh, my sister, 
(Fate fain would have it so) persuade, entreat ! 

A lady’s tears are silent orators. 

Or should be so at least, to move beyond 
The boniest-temgued rhetorician ; * 

Why will -you ■tight ? Why «t©«»..aa uncle's deati:, 
Twenty year old, exceed your love to me, 

• But twenty days? whose forc’d cause, and fair 
manner 

You could not understand, onij'- have heard. 
Custom, that wrought so cunningly on Nature 
In me, that I forgot my sex, and knew not 


'■I 
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Tk^Qimt'^iongued rkei&rmmi.} Seward proposes siibsii inline 
lMr|5f for Imneit. The correction is from Sympsoo^s coiiji-ciure, 
wiio says, Ou| poets, who were admirers of the classics^ luisil'it 
possibly have hij^l Kestor in their eye, who is thus described b}? 
Homer: 

Experimeed MesiQr., m persuasion skilfd^ • 
Iforik .meet m kmwyjrom kis lips dkUirdJ* 

Ihiiuslation ~lvJ. 1 7 7 


Mlifi'hcr my bwly female were m male, 'int* * 

You did uuweave, asul had the p<jwer to charm / ^ 
A new creaticm in me, inatlc me fear t } 

To think «ni those deeds 1 did perpetrate* IL, 

How little power though you allow to me, 

That cannot witii my sighs, my tears, my prajer.s, 
Move you from your own loss, if you should gain ! 

Vit. I nmst forget you, Clara: Till I ha.ve . . 
Kedeem’d my uncle’s idood, that brands iny face 
Like a pestiferous carbuncle, I am bfmd , 

*To what you do, deaf to your cries, and marble '^•i| 
To all impulsive exorations. ' ’ 

"When on this point I have perch’d thy fatber's soul'’^^ 
I'll tender thee this bloody reeking hand, »• 

Drawn forth the bowels of that murderer ; ^ 

If thou cansfc love me then, FU marry thee, J* • 
And, _ for thy father lost, get tliee a son ; • 

On no condition else i 
Jamt':'’' l^lost barbarous ! 

•S/^uv. Savage ! 

Ana. Irreligious! \ , 

C/e?n Oh, Lucio, -vh-..-,, ’ 

Jk* thou more merciful thou bcaFst fewer years, 

Ait lately wean’d from soft cUVminacy ; , , 

A maiden's manners, and a maitien’s heart ’ 

Are neighbours still to thee : Be then more iniiil ; 
Proceed not to this combat ! Be’st thou desperate 
Of tljine own life ? Yet, dearest, pity mine ! 

Thy valour’s not thine own ; I gave it thee ; 

These eyes begot it, this tongue bred it up, 

This breast would lodge it : Do not '-use Kty .gifts 
To mine own ruin ! I have made thee rich ; '*■ 

Be not so thankless, to undo inc for’i ! , 

Lmo, Mistress, you know I do not wear a vein'”-; 

1 would not rip for you, to do you service : *\ 

Life’s but a word, a shadow, a melting dream, , 

Compared to essential and eternal honour. 
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Why, %v'c>uicl you have me value it beyond 
.'r ' Vour brother? If I first cas.t down «iy sword, 

‘t iilay alt my bsJtly heJT'iJfe" made one wound, 

And }'et ujy soul hot find Heaven through it ! 
Ah'. Yod would be catterwauHiig too; but peace! 
' g®*- home, and provide dinner for 

Your son, and me ; we’H be e.vcecdiag merry. — 

. . Oh, Lucio, I win have thee cock of all 
The proud Vitellis that do live in Spai.n! 

[Fy, w'e shair take cold i Hunch ! By Heaven, i am 
hoarse * 

'Already. 

Lm^ How your sister whets my spleen ! 

I could eat Lucio now.® 

Gen.Wltelli! brother! 

'SJly.Even for your father’s soul, your uncles blood, 

St As you do love ray life; but last, and most, 

*'■ "i^As you respect your own honour and fame, 
Throw down your sword ! he is most valiant 
That herein yieUis first. 

,Vit. Peace, you fool ! 

He’s elder, and thy better, and thy valour 
Is in his iitfimcy. 

Geti. Or pay it me, 

To whom thou ow’st it. Oh, that constant Time 
Would but go back a week ; then, Lucio, 

Thou wouidst not dare to fight ! 

Eug. Lucio, thy mother, 

begs it ! throw thy sword down first 
I ^Aiv. ru throw bis head down after then. 

It,/ Gen. Llmorai, 


# 

\ s The speech of Genevora at the end of this page, beginning — 
“ Lanwral, you have often swore,” &c. is introduced here also in 
the first folio. 'Perhaps the intermediate speeches were craitted in 
ihe reprcsentationl 
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Vt)u have often '$w0re wu wonkl be commandtHl 
by me. ■ ' ' 

. /.«w. Never to this j y««r spite and scurii, Cj'e- "•• 
iievora, 

fifis lost all power in me ! 

Octi. Vour hearing for six words 1 
Jssi.if. Sif/iv. Ana. Strange obstinacy ! ' 

Ak. Vit. Lucia. Lam. We'!! stay no longer. 

Ciara. Then, by thy oath, Viteili, 

'flty {Ireadful oath, thmi woukist return thatswovdi 
W1u*u I .should ask it, give it to me now ; 

This instant I require it ! 

Gen. By tliy vow, 

As dreadful, Lucio, to obey my will 
tn any one thing 1 would watch to challenge, 

1 charge thee not to strike a .stroke 1 Now, he ^ 
Of our two brother.s tliat loves perjury , 

Be.st, and dares tir.st be. damn'll, infringe his vow 
Sf/av. R.Kecllent ladies ! 

Pish, you tyrannize. 
jLmw. We did equivocate. 

Cmra. I hen, Tmcio, 

.So well I love my husband, (for he is so, 

Wanting but ceremony) that 1 pray ‘ '' 

His vengeful sword nuiy fall upon thy head 
Successfully, for falsehood to ins sister. 

Gen. 1 likewise pray, Viteili, Lucio’s sword 
(Who equidly is my husband as tiiou hers) 

Afay find tiiy false heart, that durst ’gage tlsy faith,, 

And durst not keep it !' 

Are you men, or stone ? ^ ,.™.' 

Jiv. Men, and we'll prove it with or r swords. 

Eng. Your hearing for six words, and we havi^ 

' ^ done 1 , ■ ‘ ' 

Zancho, come forfi ! — We’U fight our challenge 
. , ■' too: , ' ' . , 


* } 
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'Si- 


'^speak your resolutions, , 



• ■ '. to’ Bobauiei-a, u-M^mrrShords mi « Pm/o7. 
Th,0i«1ney are ; 

j- '■■ • fiiijt-'filow given betwixt you sbeatlis these 
- '• swords ■ 

^ 3 ne another’s bosoms. 

’ '^iig. And, rogue, look • 

at tliat instant do discharge that pistol 
r j my breast : If you start back, or quake, 
stick you like a pig. 

m Ry Heaven I Hold! you are mad. 

^au This we [have] said ; and, by our hope of 
bliss, 

vr** Js we will do ! Speak your intents. 

' '‘I'i'-flng, Shoot \ 

fj Ah\ Fit. iMcio. Lam. Hold, bold ! all friends ! 
Assist. Come down. {Exeunt ahote. 

Alv. These devilish women 
in make men friends and enemies when they list 

by, this is iiob}e*ln*yo^*"''^*S’''ivill be ■ ^ . 

^*^welcomer present to our master Philip, 
ban the return from his Indies. 

mter below, Clara, Genevosa, EusEjriA, ®«i 
Bobadilla. 

■ Father, your blessing ! 

Take her : If ye bring not 
'■i./lUctWixt yoilboys that will find out new worlds, 
■“^rflnd win ’ein too, I’m a false prophet. 

Fit. Ikothej;;, 

*: ’< rhere is a sista-. Long-divided streams • 
J'_^^j.\lix now at iei^th, by fate, 
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j^u are to be wbipt, and sent into the gallies 
^Aig. I like ail, but restoring ; that cath 
■ k doctrine 

disifke. Learn, ali ye officers, 

'?y this to live uprightly— if you can i [L 


je doom’d to th’ cloisters of the 


Till they allow your penance for sufficient, 
And y wrjmtendnw iit ; then you shall be fr 

Tjur souls have trod awry in all men’s sight 
We’ll under-iay ’em, till they go upright. 

[Pa’Cifwjr Pachieco md Mssr: 
Assisi, Smith, in those shackles you, for 
hard heart, 

^ust lie by th’ heels a year. 

have shod your hor e, my lord. { 
A'^y ! For you, ray Irangry white 
^ edpace, 

.*Ybu must to th’ gallies, where you shall be 
'A'o havelao mtsre bits than you shall have bl 
I 'Laz, Well : tiough I herrings want, I shall 
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J'hist, Sigiior, you, have prevcntcfi u>, ansli'i* 

^ nislid ' 

Yourself severelier than we wohld have dmie; « 
You have married a wliore may .‘'he prove hone-'* 
J^kh Tis better, my lord, than to marry 
An honest woman, that may prove a whine. 
t'iL Tis a handsome wench, an thou canSt kt 
her tame. . ; ; 

in ; 

jih\ Here nmy at! ladies irariii to make of 

The perfcct’st friends'; and not the perfect’st rj’ 
Of dearest friends, as some do now-a-tiays ! 

Pit. Behold the power of Ltive ! * bo ^Nature L- ^ 
By custom irrecoveralily, past the hope 
Of friends’ restoring, Love hath here retricvevl*''” 
To her own hahir ; made her blush to see . 

He r so-lmig-monstrous metan mphoses : 
lilay strange atfams never have worse success ! 


\ 





f/v, „ 


Lme ***«?/* hrr rtirievoi..] a«ol 

ilifliciiif kmt lo - Bekiki ih /lO&'fr tj.f Iwyi\' mi. e, 

(Ictve) hdtli luTe to lost mixm retriv^/d i& livr tmn liaibit, 
the reader make seiihe of if he can, wfiile I eiiileafoiir tw 
the place right llmst 

'•V BdoM iki; pmtr of ime^ miurr thougii lost 

Lme. kuih n’immJ ^ 


To ler mn kakii^ 

Here m Imvoftfliiiimeriiig of sense aiid reawm, uiul ^ 

cleared (mtn t -Miyiider thej* coiiiii hardi}? be 
The old resdiiig isetrlidfiiy wrong; hut read, 
lost, of lo# the mum will be'dears and On* iiineiiclniem 


nearer to tbeaneieiii'feadiog ito that of 

■:7v:^ ' ' 1 


i: 


’£ 




antlior fears tliere are some rebel hearts, 
Whose ^loth oppme Lofe^s piercing darls 

Sncii will be apt Iq my there wanted wit. 

The kiiguage low^ very few scenes are writ 
With spirit and life; such add things as these 
He cares not for, iim ever means to plea>,e : 

For if 3'oiirselves, a mistress^or friends, 
Am like# wilh tbissmoolb play, he hath his end 


Liked^i a c. Pleased. 
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